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FUN AND FROLIC 

Marie came back, a pink nightgown 
covering her flesh without seeming to 
cover it at all. She sat down on the bed. 

"What do you do in the off-season?" 
he asked. 

"Why, I'm a college girl, Mr. Logan. 
Couldn't you tell?" 

"Are you joking?" 
"Certainly not. Why? Do I surprise 

you?" 
"I guess there's more than one way 

to get money for tuition, right?" 
"Right. But there aren't many more 

enjoyable ways. I'll tell you that." Her 
eyes smiled at him, sparkling with her 
enjoyment of the situation. 

Thorne got up and stretched. "Ah," 
he said, "muscles getting old and 
sore—" 

Marie stood up and moved next to 
him. "We'll fix your muscles so they 
feel just fine, Mr. Logan. Why don't 
you lie down and let me take care of 
you?" 

Her fingers moved deftly over his 
clothes . . . 
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Part One 

PLEASURE RESORT 





□ne 

TARONGA LODGE was beautiful. The Catskill 
Mountain air was always fresh. In the summer, peo¬ 
ple who came up to the resort invariably walked 
around for the first couple of days breathing deeply, 
as if they had not known air in years. 

Then they were used to it—and wanted other 
amusement. 

As did Dave Rogers. 
“Cindy,” Dave said. “You’ve got to relax your arms 

a lot more. Otherwise they drag you down—you know 
what I mean? Look.” He pushed himself off the side 
of the pool and floated gracefully. “Come on, now. 
Put your face in the water, push off with your feet, 
and think of your body as a long, loose pencil moving 
through the water.” 

Cindy Hamilton gazed at Dave, then did exactly 
as she was told. At first, her body did look straight— 
then it sagged. All at once her arms were splashing 
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FEVER IN THE SUN 

and she began to sink. Dave caught her. Slipping an 
arm under her shoulders, he brought her up, gasping 
and sputtering. 

“You okay?” he asked, grinning. 
“I’ll never trust you again,” she managed to 

complain. 
“Now, Cindy, that’s no way to be. You’ve got to 

learn to swim some time. You told me so yourself, 
so don’t blame me.” 

She had caught her breath. “Sure, but I didn’t say 
you could let me drown.” 

Dave took in the keen, brown eyes, the full, melting 
mouth and the smooth rise of her breasts just under 
the surface of the water. He felt the urges of man¬ 
hood rushing through his veins, the warm beginnings 
of desire. 

Ever since Cindy had started to come to the lodge 
for a few weeks every summer, Dave had had a crush 
on her. He did not know whether it had begun the 
year they had been caught up in the hills during a 
rainstorm and had huddled together under a rock for 
hours—or the year they had waded in their under¬ 
wear in a little pool near a small waterfall up in the 
woods. 

Five summers—a lot of memories. This was Cindy’s 
first summer alone at the lodge, without either her 
mother or an adult chaperon. It made her feel quite 
grown-up. 

“You ready to try it again, Cindy?” 
“Okay.” 
He took her to the side of the pool, then retreated 

to the middle to wait for her. She pushed off, began 
to kick slowly. Then her arms came up, one after 
the other. Inching forward in the water, she went 
right past Dave and continued to the other side. 
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“Great. You see, you can do it. Now, come back.” 
Dave watched Cindy slice through the water, her 
buttocks facing up, full and firm. Then, just as she 
got past him, she floundered again and he had to 
help her. As he reached for her, his hand found her 
breast and stayed there for an instant. 

His other hand slid across Cindy’s back, joined 
the first and suddenly he was holding her in his arms. 
The full, startling wonder of her hit him with enor¬ 
mous impact and his grip tightened. 

She gasped. 
“Cindy—” he began. 
She went off in his arms like a bomb. Her elbow 

slashed across his face, nearly stunning him, and 
her knee struck into his belly. Then her fingers were 
systematically and furiously raking his face and arms 
and shoulders until his hold on her loosened. She 
slid from his grasp like a slippery eel and at once 
began to flounder, flailing the water. 

Dave let go and went under. Above him he saw 
Cindy thresh the clear blue water of the pool into 
sun-silvered froth. Then she began to come down to 
him, arms and legs moving in awkward panic. 

He thrust free of the bottom, came up under her. 
He lifted her to the surface, changed his hold until 
he had her under the chin and side-stroked to the 
side of the pool. 

She clung to the drain gutter and glared at him 
while she caught her breath. 

At last she said, “I don’t think that was part of 
the course, Dave.” 

He flushed. “I’m sorry. But you’re very pretty— 
I’ve been looking forward to this summer—” 

“That’s enough, Dave—I don’t want to talk about 
it. You can save your wrestling instructions for the 
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waitresses around here. Or maybe some of the other 
guests.” 

She climbed out of the pool and took off her bath¬ 
ing cap, shaking her luxurious brown hair in the 
breeze. Her anger seemed to cool. 

“I think I’ll go riding now,” she told him. 
“Will I see you tonight?” Dave asked. 
“Sure. You know I like to dance.” The anger had 

vanished. Her eyes spoke of truce. “The dancing at 
night is one of the things I love about this place.” 

“Okay. Until tonight, then.” 
“Okay. ’Bye.” 
Dave’s gaze wandered over her long, trim legs and 

her shapely backside as she walked away. Damn, he 
thought, what a beautiful girl. 

Cindy Hamilton knew she was beautiful. She also 
had occasion to know that men could be aggressive 
with women they thought beautiful. Her reaction to 
Dave’s tentative caress a few moments before had 
been simply an involuntary reflex. Dave was no ani¬ 
mal. She had known him for years. 

“Good afternoon, Miss Hamilton.” Stu Millard, the 
riding instructor, met her as she approached the 
lodge’s main building. 

“Oh, hello, Stu. Why so formal?” 
“Well, there’s been quite a change since last sum¬ 

mer, Cindy. I felt you deserved a verbal appreciation 
of your development into womanhood.” Stu smiled 
warmly. 

“Why, thank you. You’ll be happy to know, then, 
that a developed woman is going riding as soon as 
she can change into some clothes.” 
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“Good. I’ll have a horse saddled for you.” 
“Thanks.” 
Cindy went up to her room, closed the door, undid 

her bathing suit and let it fall at her feet. She 
stretched languorously, looking at herself in the full- 
length mirror on the door. She lifted her breasts with 
the palms of her hands, studying her tan. She noted 
the full curve of her hips, the fullness of her thighs. 
She liked her legs. She always had—they were long 
and slender, yet delicately rounded. 

She decided to have a quick shower and in a 
moment felt her skin tingling under the lukewarm 
jet. She loved the feel of the water pouring down over 
her, caressing her. She did not quite know what to 
make of all the things that were suddenly happening 
to her. She was no longer a girl. Dave Rogers had 
sensed it—as had Stu Millard. She herself sensed it 
more than anyone. 

She guessed that things were going to start hap¬ 
pening to her that had not happened before—that she 
was going to be facing obstacles that she had never 
even dreamed of before. She felt she was headed for 
some unnamed struggle and, deep down, she was 
frightened. 

She dried herself. A few minutes later, she was on 
her way to the riding stable, all decked out in shiny 
tan cordovan boots and jodhpurs. Her light blouse 
hugged her contours and she tapped a small riding 
crop against her thigh as she walked. 

Stu said, “All set for you, Cindy. I gave you a nice, 
gentle mare, but she’s got a lot of life left in her if you 
want her to go.” 

“Thanks, Stu. What’s her name?” 
Stu mounted his horse. “Her name is Thelma.” 
The woods around the Taronga were lovely, she 
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thought. Sunlight dappling through the trees touched 
her mood with alternate brightness and shadow and 
she was lost in looking. Every wild flower, every 
patch of light, every bush fascinated her. The trail 
was narrow and she was riding a few yards behind 
Stu, who sat tall and straight in the saddle. 

At a spot where the trail widened Stu slowed his 
horse to let Cindy catch up. 

“Enjoying yourself?” 
“Oh, yes. I get a good feeling in the woods. As if 

I’d left everything behind—” 
“That sounds grown-up. What would you have to 

leave behind?” 
“Oh, Stu, you always sound as if you’d lived a mil¬ 

lion years. Whatever makes you feel so old?” 
“Well, I’m getting close to forty. I’m not as wide- 

eyed as I was when I was your age.” 
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to sound fresh.” 
“You don’t have to apologize, my dear. Always 

speak what’s on your mind.” 
“Ha! If I spoke all the things that were in my mind 

you’d think me a million years old.” 
“All right. What do you say we let these animals 

run a little?” 
Cindy smiled at him. “Okay, but if I fall off, you 

pay the doctors’ bills!” 
“We’re insured,” Stu said, moving off rapidly. 
The trail was a pretty straight one and headed 

down toward a clearing. Cindy exhorted Thelma with 
both her voice and her riding crop. The mare 
responded with surprising vigor and soon Cindy was 
aware of only the pound of hoofs and the whistle of 
the air as it rushed past her ears. 

Down the slope, faster and faster. Her heart leaped 
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and her eyes filled with tears from the force of the 
wind. She felt as if she were flying. 

And then, all at once, she was. 
She did not know what happened. Suddenly she was 

no longer on her horse, but lay on the grass, feeling 
dizzy. 

She was shocked rather than hurt. Next she heard 
the clatter of hoofs and Stu was kneeling beside her, 
holding her hand and her head. 

“Are you all right?” 
Her senses began to return and some pain came. 
“My shoulder—” she began, wincing. 
“Move it around,” he said. “It seems in one piece.” 
Cindy obeyed. She felt considerable soreness but no 

unbearable agony. “It’s still in one piece. Whew—let 
me catch my breath after that one. What happened?” 

“Your horse must have slipped and thrown you by 
accident.” He bent over her, rubbed her shoulder 
gently. “This will make it feel better. Are you 
thirsty? Let me get some water.” 

He took a canteen from his saddle and bent to hand 
it to Cindy. 

“Thanks,” she said. “I do feel a little thirsty.” 
“Shock, probably. Just lie down for a few minutes 

and rest.” 
He looked down at her and Cindy saw the appraisal 

in his eyes build into desire probably before he him¬ 
self was aware of the change. His eyes fixed on hers 
as if trying to penetrate the extent of her knowledge, 
her inner development. She knew her own eyes re¬ 
flected total innocence and fright—she felt almost 
as she had in her room some moments ago, except 
that the fear was stronger now—the struggle more 
imminent. Stu’s stare moved to her breasts and he 
no longer seemed to think of her as a person but as an 
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animal, lying on the altar of lust, waiting to be 
sacrificed. 

In one swift move he was on her, pressing down 
upon her body, seeking her mouth with his. 

Cindy struggled, trying to get him off her, pulling 
his hands away from her breasts and thighs. 

“Stop it! Stop it! Let me go!” she screamed. 
But Stu was not about to let go. He and she were 

locked in a desperate struggle, like animals fighting 
in a thicket. His hand reached inside her blouse, push¬ 
ing down her bra, uncovering her naked breasts. He 
rubbed her nipples, sending involuntary waves of ex¬ 
citement surging through her body. 

Suddenly he felt a hot streak of pain in his groin 
and was no longer on top of her but rolling away, 
holding himself in agony. 

Cindy tried to catch her breath. She was still 
groggy from her fall, but she was also angry, angry 
at herself for having trusted Stu, angry at men for 
being such badly controlled beings. Rage welled up in 
her, gathered momentum, finally spilled out. 

“What’s the matter with all you damn men? Can’t 
you stop being animals even for a minute? Do you 
have to prowl constantly, jumping on people as if 
they were cushions?” 

Stu was slowly coming back to life. 
“You didn’t have to do that,” he said. 
“What else was I supposed to do, let you rape me, 

for God’s sake?” 
“I wasn’t going to—” 
“You weren’t going to what? You don’t even know 

what you were going to do—how fair you would have 
gone.” 

“Cindy—it’s just—” 
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“Oh, dry up, you brute. I’ve got a good mind to tell 
the management what happened.” 

“Oh, no—look, I got carried away, and—” 
“Come on, let’s go back. I feel dirty alone here with 

you.” 
Stu got up painfully and brought over the horses. 
He mounted more slowly than he had earlier. “Are 

you all right, though?” he asked. 
“My shoulder is still very sore and so is the rest 

of me, thanks to you.” 
“Maybe you’d better have a massage when you get 

back. We have a new masseuse this year. She’s sup¬ 
posed to be very good. Swedish, I think.” ' 

“Thanks. You know, that’s the only good idea 
you’ve had all afternoon.” 

“Oh, come on, Cindy, don’t hold a grudge. After 
all, I think I’ve been punished enough for one day. 
That’s a vicious knee you have there.” 

“And you’ll feel it again if you try anything.” 
“You know, Cindy, if you really mean that, and not 

just about me but about men in general, you’re going 
to be a very unhappy woman—if you ever get to be 
a woman at all.” 

At least Stu had scored a point. Cindy said nothing 
all the way back to the lodge. 

But Stu’s words had set thoughts loose in her mind. 
She sensed herself at a crossroads. She felt she was 
entering upon an invisible threshold between two 
worlds, neither of which she could easily define. She 
had read books describing the inner struggles of 
teenagers striving for maturity, but nothing she had 
read seemed quite to cover her situation. Most of the 
books dealt with trading the securities of childhood 
for the risks of the adult jungle. But her childhood 
had been anything but secure. 
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Perhaps nobody’s really was. 
Still, until today Taronga Lodge had always been 

to her a haven from hurt and disappointment. For 
a few weeks every summer she had almost grown up 
with Dave Rogers, whose father owned and operated 
the lodge. She had splashed with Dave in the lodge’s 
pool long before Dave had become its swimming in* 
structor. She had run these same trails she was now 
riding with Stu Millard with Dave and had scam¬ 
pered with him up and down the steep mountain 
sides where no trails reached. She had been lost with 
him for hours in a mountain storm, while search 
parties hunted them both. 

Not once had she been afraid. Until now. 

She tried to analyze her reaction to Dave’s brief 
caress at the pool and found it hard to do. She had 
never minded Dave’s touching her before—in fact she 
had found his nearness companionable and often com¬ 
forting. She had never until today associated him 
with other boys she had known—he had been a part 
of these mountains, of the fresh, clean air, of fun, 
laughter and adventure. Today he had crossed over 
into another dimension, into a realm of experience 
as yet untested. 

She was sorry he had. She would have liked to have 
kept him where he belonged. She remembered she 
had promised to meet him at the dance tonight and 
wondered what their relationship would be. When 
she had last spoken to him he had shown no inclina¬ 
tion to step back into his former role. 

Futile anger rose in her. Ahead of her on the sun- 
touched trail Stu Millard’s saddle-lean shape swayed 
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easily to his horse’s gait. She had been prepared to 
like Stu when she first met him—she had even con¬ 
sidered him handsome. He still looked handsome, she 
supposed, and under other circumstances she would 
have considered herself lucky sharing the day with 
him. But he had changed everything when he had 
put his hands on her. 

Was the fault really hers, as Stu had implied? She 
would not have paid any attention to his final words 
before they started back to the lodge if it had not 
been for the incident with Dave. She had resisted Stu 
because, she fully believed, Stu had intended to rape 
her—but Dave, she was sure, could not have had any 
such thoughts in mind. 

Not only had she known Dave for years, but he had 
fondled her right in the pool, in full view of the lodge 
and its occupants. And he had explained—he had 
meant it as a caress. 

Was there something the matter with her that she 
could not accept an expression of love—without a 
sense of violation? If you ever get to be a woman at 
all, Stu had said. 

Could there be any doubt about her becoming a 
woman—about her already being a woman? 

This should have been the point for her to stop 
thinking but unfortunately the trail stretched on. 
Why was it harder, sometimes, to go back on a road 
already traveled? Not long before, she had ridden 
this trail out with Stu with only Dave on her mind— 
she had felt free, unfettered and able to enjoy the 
world of trees and sunshine. Now she was thinking 
of nearly everything that had ever happened to her, 
just because Stu had briefly lost his head. 

Not losing your head was important Stu might 
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have done irreparable damage to her if both he and 
she had lost their heads at the same instant. 

Cindy’s body still ached from her fall and Stu’s 
onslaught. Her spirit rebelled at the unjustness of 
having to endure the motion of the horse under her. 
But the fault was not Thelma’s—she had merely 
stumbled. The fault was Stu’s—or was it, by some 
devious debate, her own? Was she having an unusual¬ 
ly hard time growing up? 

Maybe she was. The concept had a certain 
familiarity. There were many things she had had a 
hard time learning. She had almost grown up in the 
swimming pool with Dave—yet he was the swim in¬ 
structor today and she was still a pupil. She had 
huddled with him from the storm, clinging close to 
him for warmth—yet she had been afraid of his 
touch. She had ridden horses for almost as long as 
she could remember—tame, riding-school or resort 
beasts—yet she had taken a spill today. 

She had to face it—almost everything she had ever 
learned had come to her the hard way. And she was 
not yet sure just how much she had learned. 

Perhaps, for someone like herself, there was some¬ 
thing to be learned from the simple fact that the trail 
stretched ahead. And that she had to follow it. 

She looked at the leaves and the grass at the trail- 
side. How easy to have left the path, to have gotten 
off Thelma, to have sent Stu back without her—with 
only the two horses—and to have rested a while. 

She could have blamed Stu and it would have been 
his fault, really. 

Really. 
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DAVE ROGERS enjoyed the lodge’s steam room. He 
did not need to lose any weight, but he liked the heat, 
the complete relaxation that relieved him tem¬ 
porarily from the harsh nagging of his senses and 
his thoughts. 

But today, although his body was being soothed 
and calmed, his mind still buzzed with the yearnings 
of manhood. 

His thoughts were on Cindy. Maybe she was 
against physical love before marriage. Maybe she 
wanted no one at all to touch her until she got mar¬ 
ried. He felt better thinking of her so—at least the 
problem was not entirely his. There was nothing 
wrong with him. He leaned back against the smooth 
stone wall and closed his eyes. 

The sound of conversation broke through to his 
consciousness. 

. . how about old lady Phipps, have you boffed 
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her yet?” The voice belonged to Jack Marlon, the 
tennis pro at the Lodge. 

“Jack, I found out today that I was no longer in¬ 
terested in women of my own age.” This from Stu 
Millard. 

Jack Marlon laughed. “Tired of being a gigolo, 
Stu?” 

“Yeah.” 
“You sound like you’ve got something good lined 

up.” 
“I do?” 
“Yeah. Come on, Stu, you can tell your old buddy.” 
“Okay, Jack, boy, you win. The name’s Cindy 

Hamilton.” 
“The kid?” 
“Now wait a minute. Either you haven’t seen her 

yet or—” 
“All right, I’ll admit it. I heard that she got here 

today, but I didn’t see her. Now that you mention 
her, though, I can imagine—” 

“When you see her, you don’t have to imagine.” 
“Okay, enough build-up. What happened?” 
“She fell off her horse on the trail and—I helped 

her up.” 
Jack laughed raucously. 
Stu said, “She’s got some pair, I’ll tell you. And she 

moves like a wild snake.” 
Dave could not believe his ears. The little slut, he 

thought. 
The conversation next to him was growing more 

and more descriptive. Dave shuddered as he heard 
juicy excerpts of man in action: “... her thighs, man, 
were . . . real wild . . . wanting it so badly . . . she 
could hardly wait to get off the path and into the 
grass..And the loud laughter. 
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Dave suddenly thought, What is it about me that I 
can’t do it? If Stu can—if anybody can . .. 

His body reacted tensely to some of the more gaudy 
details of Stu Millard’s afternoon of lust. Dave tried 
in vain to control it. He was taut, excited, desperate 
with physical want, suffering tortures of doubt of his 
own strength as a male. 

He could stand no more. He went over to where Stu 
and Jack were and sat down. “She’s pretty hot stuff, 
eh? This Cindy?” 

“Well, Dave. Good to see you, boy. Well, now that 
you mention it, yes.” Stu Millard was patronizing. 

“You’re not going to monopolize her all summer, 
are you?” 

“Don’t be silly.” 
“Wait a minute,” Jack Marlon said. “I’m next in 

line after Stu.” 
Dave tried to brazen it out. “That’s okay with me. 

I don’t mind waiting my turn. You guys have senior¬ 
ity, anyway.” 

“Good boy, Dave,” Stu said, admitting him into the 
inner circle of men. 

“Well, I’ll see you fellows.” Dave got up to go to the 
showers. 

“Yeah, see you tonight at the dance,” Stu said. 

Dave Rogers was not the only person going 
through unfamiliar mental contortions as the after¬ 
noon waned into early evening. A few doors down 
from the men’s steamroom, in the ladies’ section of 
the newly built annex, Cindy Hamilton was lying 
face-down on a rubdown table. Strong hands were 
applying shifting pressure to her back and shoulders 
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as the afternoon’s experience ran through her mind 
again and again. 

Men were animals, she thought. They wanted to 
paw women. They had one-track minds. Sex was all 
they thought about, all they wanted to apply them¬ 
selves to. And women were supposed to like—or take 
it—and by some miracle remain virginal until a man 
consented to marry them. 

Cindy found her thoughts wandering. The hands 
of the masseuse felt good on her back, somehow 
reassuring. Her mind conjured up the memory of 
another pair of hands that had been anything but 
reassuring—that had, in fact, started her revulsion 
to men and their hungers. Those hands had belonged 
to a boy she had dated for three months and on casual 
dates she had enjoyed their touch—they had held her 
while she danced, caressed her on a few mild necking 
sessions ... until one night they had grown brutally 
demanding. 

That night the owner of the hands had been drunk 
—and she had had to fight him. Though she had 
managed to retain her technical virginity, the battle 
had, in a sense, been a losing one. She had hated her¬ 
self for arousing the ugly instincts in the boy— 
while she had hated him more for trying to force 
her. His penitence afterward had been perhaps even 
more revolting, for it had revealed to her what the 
boy would have thought of her had she succumbed. 

Until that night she had thought of men as being 
stronger than she—from then on she thought them 
weaker. And more contradictory and deceitful. She 
had relived the evening often, rehearsing the fight 
she had both won and lost—and the adroit use of her 
knee earlier with Stu Millard had been no accident. 
She had planned the kick, even practiced it in private, 
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remembering the movements of her first assailant, 
angrily wishing in retrospect she had known enough 
to use it on that earlier occasion. 

The hands on Cindy’s back grew gentle. Cindy 
sighed. What was the name of the masseuse—oh, yes 
—Anita Lindquist. An odd name—half Latin, half 
Nordic. Anita herself was a tall, well-built blonde. 

“Time to turn over, Miss Hamilton,” Anita said. 
Cindy rolled over and her eyes met Anita’s. Anita 

held her stare for a long time, then asked, “Feeling 
better?” 

Cindy had grown drowsy under the soothing 
rhythm of the massage. Lazily she parted her lips. 
“Yes. I feel as if I’m in a dream.” 

“What are you dreaming about?” 
“People. All kinds of people.” 
“Nobody special?” 
“No. It’s not what you think. I wasn’t dreaming 

about people I like—but about people I don’t like.” 
“For example?” 
“Men.” 
“A nice young girl like you? Why?” 
“They’re brutes.” 
Anita laughed. “What have they done to you?” 
“I’m almost ashamed to say it.” 
“Go ahead. I may be able to help you. You know, 

one woman to another, we all have our experiences 
and sometimes it helps to talk about them.” 

“Well—lately they’ve all been wanting to paw me 
and molest me.” 

“All?” 
Cindy smiled at her exaggeration. “Well, not all— 

just the ones who have been close enough.” 
“Poor dear,” Anita murmured. “I hope nothing 

serious happened?” 

23 



FEVER IN THE SUN 

“No, I was lucky. And strong enough to fight them 
off. It wasn’t as easy as you might think. I mean, 
you’re much bigger than I am, and besides you know 
what to do with your hands—” Cindy looked ad¬ 
miringly up at Anita—there was something about 
the clean, strong features that made her feel she 
could really trust Anita. “I wish I were as strong as 
you.” 

“Even if you were, you’d have to be careful. No 
matter how strong you are, men sometimes succeed.” 

“What do you mean?” 
Anita’s eyes had clouded briefly as if she were 

repressing a painful memory. “I lost once,” Anita 
said. “I got raped. Sometimes all the strength in the 
world won’t help you.” 

Her hands worked over Cindy’s smooth thighs, 
over her flat stomach. 

“You must really know how men are.” 
“Believe me, I do—but I don’t know what to tell 

you, except that we women have to stick together. 
We can’t let those terrible men just run over us, can 
we?” 

She laughed and Cindy joined in. 
“Well, massage’s over.” Anita put her bottles and 

powders away. “I hope that shoulder feels better in 
the morning, but in case it still hurts you, come down 
and I’ll work on it some more.” 

“Thanks. I enjoyed the massage. But going back 
to men—what can a girl do without them—in this 
place at least? 

“Don’t tell me you’re that hard up. There are lots 
of things to do, beautiful marvelous things. I wish I 
could show you some of them.” 

“Well—you can tell me about them.” 
“The pleasure will be all mine, believe me. I under- 
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stand how you feel. After any bad experience, I 
always felt the need to talk with someone and 
maybe learn a little. I was lucky. I always found 
someone who would be willing to share something. 
It’s made life much easier, especially when I realized 
how simple it all was.” 

“Simple? That is something you can teach me. 
Nothing seems simple to me right now. Not even 
growing up. Maybe that least of all.” 

“Don’t worry.” 
Don’t worry. Cindy thought later, dressing in an 

alcove. I wish I didn’t worry. I wish I could be as sure 
of myself as Anita, as strong and mature. I wonder 
how she really feels about men . . . 

To heck with it, she decided. Tonight there was a 
dance. Tomorrow could take care of itself. 

25 



GUESTS liked the nightly dances at Taronga Lodge 
but Hal Rogers, Dave’s father, preferred poker. He 
played with the lodge’s best customers. The chips 
were worth money but state troopers never asked 
questions. Hal Rogers, so went the scuttlebutt, con¬ 
tributed to their income. 

Tonight’s game had just begun. No one had as yet 
lost money. The players were still well-groomed and 
sober. Thorne Logan sat across the table from Hal 
Rogers. He was a prosperous Wall Street broker who 
specialized in risky, high-profit ventures and was 
called a “bright young man” though he had cele¬ 
brated his forty-third birthday only a few weeks 
before. 

The other players were the usual run of successful 
businessmen—shrewd bettors when stakes were high, 
men trained in odds and calculated risks. 

In the main room, couples were turning gaily on 
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the floor. Dave Rogers stood against the wall near 
the main entrance, looking neat in a blue jacket, dark 
slacks and white sports shirt open at the collar. When 
Cindy Hamilton came in, he felt a sudden tension. 

She stopped in front of him. “Hi, Dave.” 
“Hi,” he replied, trying to look away. 
“Well, why so glum?” 
“You should know.” 
“Now, Dave, we’re not going to go over that again, 

are we?” 
She was really playing it coy, he thought, trying to 

make out as if he were in the wrong. And only a few 
horn's had elapsed since she had been rolling in the 
grass with Stu Millard. 

“You know, Cindy, I can’t figure you out.” 
“I don’t understand you, either.” 
“Why not? I told you I liked you and tried to show 

it. What’s hard about that?” 
Cindy saw an argument building up and was 

worried about the people around them. “Look, if 
we’re going to fight, let’s go outside.” 

“That’s fine with me.” 
They went out and sat on a bench near the main 

entrance. 
“Let me guess how you’d like me to figure you, 

Cindy. I’m supposed to think you’re pure. That you’re 
saving yourself for your husband. That you’re a 
delicate flower that I’ve had the nerve to disturb.” 
Dave’s anger was building up. As he spoke he could 
practically see Cindy lying on the grass with Stu 
Millard, writhing with passion. 

“As a matter of fact, yes,” she said demurely. 
“That is, if I ever get married. I don’t think I like men 
too much. Certainly not when they act as you did 
this afternoon.” 
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“What?” 
“That’s right, Dave. I like you, too, you know. I 

think you’re sweet and I’ve always liked you as a 
friend. But when you start getting fresh I don’t like 
you. I really don’t.” 

“You don’t seem to mind other people getting fresh. 
How come?” 

“What?” 
“You know what I mean.” 
“No, I don’t. What’s this all about?” 
He was aching to tell her. He watched her face. 
“You didn’t mind Stu Millard getting fresh, did 

you? I bet you didn’t think it was fresh at all. I bet 
you thought it was great.” 

“What are you saying? Stu tried to force me. Why 
should I think that was great? He hurt me.” 

“Ha! That’s not the way I heard it.” 
“Oh, no? Well, that’s just too bad—for somebody. 

I’m telling the truth and Stu’s lying if he told you 
differently. But it’s more likely that you’re lying.” 

“I’m not. And I don’t think he’s lying, either. I 
think you’re trying to be smart. You’re trying to 
have your kicks any way you can.” Dave was really 
wound up now. He was telling her off and it felt good. 
She would never take him for a sucker again. She 
probably would never talk to him, either, after to¬ 
night but what the hell, who cared? “You’re a tramp, 
Cindy. You make out you’re innocent with me and 
then you jump in the hay with the next guy. That’s 
pretty sick. I thought I’d seen teases before but you’re 
the worst yet.” 

Cindy was shocked. “Dave, listen to me, please— 
that story is a lie, honest it is, wherever you heard it 
I’m not the way you think I am—” 

“Yes you are.” 
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“I suppose you really don’t care about me at all, 
do you?” 

“I sure as hell don’t, not any more. I’ve learned 
my lesson, I hope.” 

Tears came to Cindy’s eyes. What Dave’s words 
implied was worse than physical abuse—rumor was 
something one could not defend against. She felt 
slightly ill, sad and lonely. 

“What have I ever done to deserve this?” she 
murmured. “Why can’t people leave me alone?” 

“I’ll leave you alone. I’m going to try to stay away 
from you as much as I can.” 

Dave went back into the lodge. 

Cindy stayed where she was, feeling sorry for 
herself. She had not felt so alone in years—she felt 
stranded in some bewildering desert, where all direc¬ 
tions looked alike and there was no one to ask which 
way she should go. 

Then, suddenly, she was no longer alone. 
A voice asked, “What’s the matter, Cindy?” 
Cindy looked up. “Hello, Anita.” 
“What happened?” 
“Oh—it’s too embarrassing to talk about.” 
“Please—you can confide in me. It’ll make you feel 

better.” Anita spoke softly but there was strength 
in her voice. “Why don’t you come to my cabin? 
We’ll relax, have a couple-of drinks and you can tell 
me all about it.” 

“I don’t want to bother you with my silly troubles.” 
“Why not? I’ve had more experience than you, and 

I want to help. Let me.” 
“All right. I don’t want to bother, that’s all.” 
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“Believe me, it’s no bother. Now, let’s go.” 
Cindy stood up and walked beside Anita. 
The staff cabins lined the edge of the woods, re¬ 

moved from the bustle of the main part of the lodge. 
Cindy felt better just seeing them. She was on 
familiar ground, being taken care of by someone 
paid to do so. Not that Anita actually was being paid 
for looking after Cindy’s love life, but she was a 
member of the lodge’s staff and as such had a certain 
official standing. 

All her life, Cindy had been accustomed to being 
looked after by the hired help. From earliest child¬ 
hood—and particularly during her adolescent years 
—she remembered servants at home. She had been 
brought up by a series of governesses. Later these had 
been supplanted by private-school teachers and 
tutors. Many of the people thus hired to tend to her 
wants had become personal friends. She had looked 
up to them because they were adults and they had 
shown her kindnesses beyond the call of duty. 

So it was natural for her now to go with Anita. 
That Anita might have her own special axe to grind 
in befriending her did not bother Cindy in the least. 
She had always known that people who did you 
favors wanted something in return. 

There was a quality in Anita she had not sensed 
in anyone she had ever met. Strength was the closest 
she could come to defining it—Anita’s hands had been 
immensely strong when she had worked over Cindy 
after the ride with Stu, but they had suggested some¬ 
thing more. A knowingness rather than brute force, 
unlike Stu’s strength when he had assaulted her on 
the bridlepath—or Dave’s when he had wrestled with 
her in the pool. 

Anita’s wisdom, Cindy felt, would go beyond those 
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hands—her strength would go beyond the physical. 
Walking with Anita toward the latter’s cabin made 
her feel sheltered and cared for—even as a little girl 
she had often found companionship and solace in the 
servants’ quarters when her parents had been busy 
elsewhere. 

Anita said very little on the way, but at one point 
she took Cindy’s hand. Anita’s hand was big for a 
woman’s, but soft and female—her body was female, 
too, striding confidently through the darkness, now 
and then brushing slightly against Cindy’s. 

There was great warmth and comfort in Anita’s 
nearness. 

Gloria Logan decided that her husband would do 
just as well without her kibitzing over his shoulder, 
though she liked being with him even when he was 
playing cards. She liked being with him all the time, 
even after ten years of marriage. 

Thorne Logan did not bother to look up when 
Gloria nudged his arm. He mumbled, “See you later, 
dear,” automatically as she got up to leave the tense, 
smoky room where the game was in progress. 

Gloria walked out the door and into the main 
lounge, where couples were still dancing. She paused 
briefly in the doorway, her body silhouetted against 
the glare of the card room lights. She was tall and 
had managed to maintain an astoundingly good 
figure during her thirty-six years. Her movements— 
her poise even when she stood still—held a youthful¬ 
ness many a teen-ager could envy. 

She wore her red hair in tight, small curls that 
hugged her temples and framed an unlined, slightly 
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spoiled face. Her eyes were green, sensuous and, 
watching the dancers, listening to the music, she held 
her self with a conscious, high-breasted grace, aware 
of her attractiveness to men. 

She was also aware that her husband had trouble 
seeing her attractions. He remained fully engrossed 
in his cards, paying her no attention as she stood 
there. She sometimes wondered why they called him 
a “bright young man—” though she had to admit 
that bright he was. But young? She wondered if he 
had really been young since their honeymoon. 

She walked past the dancing couples and headed 
for the bar at the other end of the room. She wanted 
a drink and she wanted to talk—preferably to at¬ 
tractive men. Not that she meant to do anything 
wrong. She loved her husband still, with all his short¬ 
comings. She simply wanted to be noticed. 

She was pleased to see Dave Rogers at the bar. Hal 
Rogers’ boy had grown into a nice-looking young 
man, she thought. 

“Hello, Dave,” she said. “Remember me?” 
Dave looked up from his glass. 
“Oh, sorry. I was dreaming, Mrs. Logan.” 
“Call me Gloria. Don’t remind me of my advanced 

age. You don’t look happy.” 
“I have problems, Mrs. Logan—I mean, Gloria.” 
“Your first one is—what am I going to have to 

drink?” 
“What would you like?” 
“I’ll have a daiquiri.” 
“Bob,” called Dave to the bartender. “A daiquiri 

for Mrs. Logan.” 
“Now, as we were saying—” Gloria took a ciga¬ 

rette from her purse and held it to Dave for a light 
He lit it, a little awkwardly. “Thank you.” She took in 
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smoke, let it curl from her voluptuously curved lips. 
“Don’t tell me you’re having love problems, Dave. I 
won’t believe you.” 

“You might as well believe me. It’s true.” 
“A handsome young man like you? There must be 

something wrong with young girls these days if 
they’re giving you trouble.” 

“Well, they are. And something’s wrong either 
with me or with them.” 

Gloria laughed. She had seen Dave around for 
years and had always had a casual affection for the 
boy. She had thought him well-behaved and courte¬ 
ous and was sincerely sympathetic now. 

“I’m not laughing at you, Dave,” she said quickly. 
“I’m laughing because I know that tomorrow, or 
very soon at any rate, everything will work out all 
right for you.” 

“If I were sure of that, I’d laugh, too,” Dave said 
morosely. 

“Let’s get off the funereal talk, Dave,” she told 
him. She raised her glass and looked at him through 
it. “Let’s drink to gaiety and happiness. And youth.” 
Right then the band took up a good, lively time. “Do 
you like to dance, Dave?” 

“Why, yes.” 
“Let’s dance then.” . 
“But—” 
“It’s all right.” Gloria smiled at his embarrassment. 

“Look—Mrs. Phipps is dancing with the Buckley boy 
over there, and she’s five years older than I am.” 

Even Dave laughed at that. Next, they were danc¬ 
ing. 

“You can relax, Dave. Nobody’s watching.” 
“I’m sorry.” 
“You know, you’re very bad for my ego. If I hung 
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around with you long enough, I’d be thinking of my¬ 
self as an old grandmother in no time.” 

Dave was completely embarrassed. What was he 
doing out here, anyway? Gloria Logan was just a 
customer of the lodge. Then he reminded himself that 
so was Cindy. 

“I’m sorry again,” he said. 
“Be as sorry as you want, but don’t spoil my fun. 

I want to enjoy myself.” 
Gloria was doing exactly that. After a moment 

Dave’s arm relaxed and she could feel it, solid and 
strong, yet yielding to the motion of the dance. 

I wish Thorne would dance with me more often, 
she thought. / wish he would hold me instead of those 
damn golf clubs and newspapers and playing cards... 

She decided she liked Dave even more than she 
had. She could feel his yielding to the oneness of 
their motion, his acceptance of it. Gradually his lead 
grew more positive and she began to feel like a young 
girl in his arms—almost as young as he. 

By the time the dance was over and they went back 
to sit at the bar, Dave seemed to have forgotten his 
pressing problems. 

“I think I’ll have another drink,” he said. 
“My, how brave. Are you legal?” 
“Sure, I’m nineteen.” 
“I was just kidding,” Gloria said warmly. “Actually 

you look even older.” 
The warmth in her voice was not feigned. She felt 

a curious excitement, something she had all but 
forgotten—it was as though she could still feel his 
arm around her, his legs brushing against hers, his 
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body moving with hers to music. She wondered what 
kind of girls he went out with, whether he was very 
good at love, whether he was strong and virile. He 
looked both strong and all male. 

She caught up her errant thoughts. What was 
happening to her? Why was she thinking about 
Dave’s lovemaking? Was she becoming obsessed with 
sex? 

“Would you like another drink?” Dave asked. 
“Yes, thank you. I would.” 
He gave their orders to the bartender, turned back 

to Gloria. “Thanks for cheering me up. I needed it 
pretty badly. 

“I could tell.” 
“Women are good that way, I think. They can 

usually tell how a man is feeling. Not all of them are 
as nice as you.” 

Gloria gazed mischievously into Dave’s eyes. “Not 
all men are nice, either.” 

“Why don’t people help each other more?” 
“You’re asking the sixty-four thousand dollar 

question, Dave, and I don’t think I can answer it. 
Actually, people are not as bad to each other as they 
sometimes seem. Nearly all of us want the same 
things—love, respect, security, warmth.” 

“Do you really believe that?” 
“Believe what?” 
“That folks want the same things?” 
“I do. But I don’t want to lecture you.” She picked 

up her purse and got off her stool. “Well, good night, 
Dave, it’s been nice talking to you.” 

“Are you leaving already?” 
“Yes. I’m tired.” 
She was not telling the truth and she knew it. She 

also knew she did not look tired, but looked very 
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good, standing there saying good night. She could 
read how she looked in Dave’s eyes, and knew that 
her own eyes were smiling. But it was time to leave. 

“Good night, then,” he said. “Will I see you tomor¬ 
row?” 

“Oh, yes. Bright and early. In fact, I forgot to men¬ 
tion it, but I’ve decided finally to learn to swim. I 
meant to ask you when the best time was.” 

“For a lesson, you mean?” 
“Yes.” 
“Come any time. I’m at the pool all day.” 
“All right, then. ’Bye.” 
“ ’Bye.” 

After Gloria had walked away, Dave tried to figure 
out how he felt. He no longer thought of Cindy—but 
he was as disturbed as before. He felt drawn to Gloria 
in a way which had become familiar to him—a sexual 
way. He knew the signs. Briefly he let his thoughts 
roam and visualized himself kissing her. He caught 
himself, tried to dismiss the thought from his mind. 
It would not go away. He gave up. He wanted Gloria. 
He wanted someone. 

“Hey, Dave!” Stu Millard broke into Dave’s dream. 
Stu was smiling like the cat that had swallowed a 
canary. “You want to have some fun?” 

“What is it?” 
“Come on outside, I’ll tell you. Trust your old 

buddy Stu to show you the finer things in life.” 
Reluctantly Dave followed Stu out and toward the 

row of staff cabins by the edge of the woods. 
“Can’t you tell me what this is all about?” Dave 

asked. 
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“Why waste words? You’ll see soon enough.” 
Stu put a finger to his lips and signaled to Dave. 
Dave crept silently to the cabin Stu had indicated 

and slowly brought his head above the level of the 
window sill. 
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THE INTERIOR of Anita Lundquist’s cabin was 
different from others. Plush drapes lined the walls 
and soft lights that seemed to come from nowhere 
bathed a large, low double bed. The rest of the 
furniture—chairs, small tables, dresser, mirrors— 
was in shadows. 

Cindy had thought the arrangement curiously 
moody and exciting as Anita switched on the soft 
lights. 

“Make yourself at home,” Anita had told her. “I’m 
going to change into more comfortable clothes and 
mix a couple of drinks. What do you like?” 

“I’ll have a martini. But don’t make it too strong.” 
Cindy had discovered books, a good record-player, 

and had been flipping through records when Anita 
had brought drinks. Anita had changed into a pair of 
tight-fitting black slacks and a mannish sport shirt. 

“Let’s relax and enjoy ourselves. Skol.” 
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“SJcol?” 
“Yes, that’s Swedish for, ‘To your health,’ or 

“Drink up’.” 
“Skol” 
Cindy had found herself talking freely about her 

experiences with boys, in college and elsewhere—she 
had gone into detail about her friendship with Dave, 
about what had happened to her with Stu. 

Anita had said tentatively, “Most men are poison. 
They use you up and leave you with nothing but 
trouble.” 

She had fixed more drinks and begun to talk about 
the cabin. She had arrived at the lodge well before 
the season opened and had furnished the cabin. She 
had built most of the things herself—chairs, tables 
and shelves. She was proud of her skills as a car¬ 
penter 

“I love to use my hands,” she had said. Then she 
had switched the conversation to her years in 
Sweden, where people practiced free love, had a high 
rate of suicides, abortions, divorces. These grim 
statistics were not, of course, all that could be said 
of Sweden—Anita had also spoken of the beauty of 
the countryside and about how she loved the Cat- 
skills because they reminded her so much of her own 
home. But the Swedish statistics were the direct re¬ 
sult of women consorting with men, Anita had said. 

Next Cindy had sat wide-eyed, listening to Anita 
read selections from Walter Benton’s This Is My 
Beloved. The poems were about love and sex, but 
the words were so beautiful, the sounds so musical, 
that Cindy had not thought of sex as a violent expe¬ 
rience, but as something gentle and fulfilling, a part 
of total well-being. 

After the third martini, Anita had turned on the 
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record-player and put on moody Scandinavian music. 
Cindy had felt her head begin to float and, without 
warning, she had known an urge to move, to dance. 
She had stood up. 

Anita had risen with her and begun to do a slow, 
sensuous twist—and Cindy had been caught up in the 
subtle rhythm. She had swung her hips, watching 
Anita, growing aware of the tightness of her clothes. 
Gradually her eyes had focused on Anita’s belly, star¬ 
ing with mounting excitement. She had followed 
Anita’s movements avidly, barely keeping her hands 
from reaching out and touching the bigger girl. She 
had known a dizzying need to hold and be held—to 
break out of her inner loneliness ... 

Almost before she realized it, Anita had been hold¬ 
ing her. They had clung to each other, exhausted 
from the drinks and the dancing. 

Anita had carried Cindy over to the low bed, knelt 
down and begun undressing her. Then she had bent 
over and begun kissing Cindy’s soft flesh, her tongue 
moving over it. 

Now Dave saw Cindy on the bed, her arms held 
out, her legs apart and flat on the sheet. Anita was 
unbuttoning her own blouse, all the while caressing 
Cindy with her free hand, keeping up a constant, 
steady motion. As Dave watched, Anita slipped out 
of her slacks, stood up in her bra and panties. 

She had a statuesque body—to Dave she seemed 
all woman. She took off her bra, uncovering large, 
firm breasts. A low whistle escaped Stu. Anita bent 
over and removed her last remaining garment. 

She got on the bed beside Cindy and began kissing 
her all over. Her hands went exploring, striking deep 
into the jungles of lust and hot desire. 
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Cindy began shuddering in pleasure, her body 
writhing, responding instinctively . . . 

Dave’s eyes began to cloud and he rubbed them. 
Stu was not missing a thing. In the cabin, things were 
reaching a feverish pitch. A wild jumble of arms and 
legs was moving together in savage abandon. At last 
it subsided and both women, exhausted, lay back and 
stayed still. They were totally spent, ravished of 
energy, of strength. 

“How about that?” Stu asked, as they walked off. 
Dave took a long time answering and when he did, 

all he came out with was, “I don’t know. I just don’t 
know.” 

“Sorry you came?” 
“Oh, not sorry. Yeah, I’m glad I found out—” 
“Well, this is where I leave you. Take it easy, Dave, 

I’ll see you tomorrow. Pleasant dreams.” 
“Good night,” Dave said. 
He kept walking, trying desperately to put his 

thoughts in order. Now what was that all about? 
lesbians. Who would have guessed it of Cindy? That 
really took the cake. He could not believe that Cindy 
could be so twisted—yet he had seen with his own 
eyes that she was. 

He went up to his room, took a shower before going 
to bed. Later, he tossed on his mattress, still excited, 
still wanting ... 

He fell off into a deep sleep, his memory projecting 
the evening’s scene through his dreams. 

He dreamed about Anita and Cindy. 
And about Gloria. 

After one A.M., the poker game at Taronga Lodge 
finally came to an end. Thorne Logan was the big 
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winner to the tune of one hundred and fifty wilted 
dollars. The other players congratulated him, chuck¬ 
ling. 

“Just lucky, men,” Thorne responded with becom¬ 
ing modesty. “You’ll get a chance to win your money 
back tomorrow night.” 

“Another drink, gentlemen?” Hal Rogers asked. 
“Not for me.” Thorne smiled. “I’ve got to have a 

clear head for golf in the morning.” He straightened 
his collar and tie. “Okay, you fellows. See you to¬ 
morrow.” 

Thorne went outside for a breath of air, paused 
for a minute, undecided as to whether to go im¬ 
mediately to his room. Gloria would already be in 
bed. He felt like taking a little walk and getting some 
of the cigar smoke out of his lungs. 

He was aware that he cut a good figure, standing in 
the moonlight. Shame he had no feminine company— 
even Gloria’s. Briefly Thorne wondered what had 
made her cut out early—usually she liked to watch 
him play. He smiled thinly. Gloria loved a winner. He 
had sensed that from the moment they had met ten 
years ago and with a sure gambler’s instinct had 
made his play immediately. And he had had her in 
bed before dawn. 

His first big win. There had been others for Thome 
since but none compared to Gloria. Yes, there had 
been another casual woman or two but he barely re¬ 
membered their names. Predators he had met on 
business trips—he had never really wanted them, 
but had tested his touch just to make sure. Gloria 
deserved the best, even in husbands. Thorne’s in¬ 
fidelities had never detracted from his faith in him¬ 
self as a husband—rather they had strengthened it. 
They had proved to him that he was still the man 
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Gloria had married, the man Gloria had succumbed 
to, first time out. 

A good husband, a good provider. Most of his other 
victories since marriage had come in business. He 
had made money, enough to give Gloria what she 
wanted—anything she could want within reason. 
Good apartment at a good address, all the clothes she 
could use from the best stores, good cars, socially 
acceptable friends. She liked them—what woman 
wouldn’t? And she liked him because of them—he 
had never actually asked her why she liked to watch 
him play poker, but it had to be because she liked to 
see him win. 

And he won. 
His poker winnings were peanuts, of course, but 

they were a symbol. 
He knew a vague disappointment that she had not 

stayed through this evening—if she had, she would 
be with him now and they would probably have gone 
right up to the room. He might even have made love 
to her, but also he might not have. Lately he had felt 
tired—business seemed to take up just about all of his 
energies ... Or else winning did. Winning at busi¬ 
ness, golf or poker—never losing. 

The night air brought him a touch of fright. Losing 
meant one thing only—it meant losing Gloria. All the 
other victories simply meant keeping her in the style 
to which he wanted his wife to be accustomed. 

He shrugged off his temporary unease. He had 
made it a policy never to think of losing. He had 
watched Gloria as she had left the card room, had 
seen her through the open door, dancing in the main 
lounge with Hal Rogers’ boy, Dave. 

No harm there. 
Still, he felt lonely. Her desertion of him had left 
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him with an odd sense of loss—of insecurity, to be 
more accurate. 

Let them bring on the competition, he thought. Let 
them bring it on where it mattered—in hard, cold 
cash. Thorne never actually worried about business, 
but business became his refuge when other loneliness 
beset him. 

He strode toward the the golf course. The poker 
game had offered a brief respite from more com¬ 
plicated financial musings, but now Thorne once 
again found himself struggling with the image of a 
copper mine in Paraguay and the return it could 
bring to him and his prospective backers. He never 
ceased to be impressed with the mass of information 
he had to absorb before making a decision. Since 
most of his investments were abroad, he had to sift 
through a multitude of reports to find what was per¬ 
tinent to him. 

This was a game where Gloria could never follow 
him. 

He took out a cigarette and lit it, cupping his hands 
against the soft, fresh breeze. He drew smoke in 
sharply, savoring its taste as well as that of the 
clean mountain air. A new scent pervaded the latter 
and he realized he was no longer alone. 

“Hello, Mr. Logan,” a feminine voice said. 
Its owner looked vaguely familiar. “Good evening, 

eh, Miss—” 
“Marie. Marie Carson.” 
“Forgive my bad memory,” Thome apologized. 

“I don’t seem to be able to place you—” He tried 
vainly to recognize the girl’s small, pert face, framed 
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in dark hair. His eyes moved down her body, follow¬ 
ing the flowing outlines of her breasts and hips with 
mounting appreciation. 

“You haven’t actually met me, Mr. Logan. I started 
working here about ten days ago.” 

“Working?” 
“Yes, as a waitress.” 
He stared. “Oh, yes,” he said finally. “Now I think 

I remember.” 
He did, in fact, recall seeing a short, curvy waitress 

whose breasts and buttocks had evoked several com¬ 
ments at his table. And now she was there, out on the 
golf course with him in the middle of the night. He 
took another good look. 

“Do you like what you see, Mr. Logan?” 
Taken slightly aback, he did not answer im¬ 

mediately. Finally he smiled. 
“I do indeed.” 
“So?” 
“So nothing, little girl. For one thing, we’re alto¬ 

gether too close to home.” 
“Oh, Mr. Logan, you needn’t worry. I handle my¬ 

self with the utmost discretion.” 
He laughed softly. “That sounds kind of like a 

motto.” 
“Well, look, Mr. Logan, at a place like this, where 

most men come up with their wives, a girl has to be 
discreet.” 

“You’re not a waitress, after all.” 
“Of course I am. I’m other things besides. It 

wouldn’t look right if I just hung around the swim¬ 
ming pool all day, would it?” Her teeth flashed briefly 
as she smiled. “The management here would frown 
on open activities of my sort” 
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Thome made up his mind. He had needed reas¬ 
surance when he had begun that walk. 

“Okay. I’ll play along. What’s the score?” 
Her hand reached out, took his. “Come along, I’ll 

show you.” 

They walked toward the dark row of staff cabins 
at the edge of the woods. Marie Carson opened the 
door to her cabin, made sure that the curtains were 
completely drawn and flicked on a light. 

She stood in the middle of the room, presenting her 
body for inspection. She was a small girl—five-one in 
her stockinged feet. She weighed about a hundred 
and five pounds, every ounce of which was distrib¬ 
uted perfectly. 

Thorne nodded appreciatively. “Very good,” he 
said. “I congratulate you and a most appealing phy¬ 
sique.” 

“Sit down, Mr. Logan,” she replied. “I’ll fix you a 
drink and change into something a little more ap¬ 
propriate.” She disappeared into the other room, her 
flesh bouncing jauntily as she walked. 

Thome looked around the small, cozy cabin. It was 
simply furnished with a bed, a table and a couple of 
chairs—comfortable. A vase full of blooming pink 
and blue flowers stood near the window. The bed 
seemed especially inviting to Thorne. He glanced at it 
briefly, picturing in his mind’s eye the forthcoming 
events. 

Marie came back, a couple of drinks in her hands 
and a sheer, pale pink nightgown covering her flesh 
without seeming to cover it at all. He could not help 
staring. 
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“You like?” She handed Thome his drink. 
“Sure,” he replied. “But I had the impression, after 

all the years I’ve been coming here, that not all 
waitresses had cabins to themselves.” 

“Well—all right. Now you know.” 
“So old Hal is in on this, after all?” 
“Yes, but not the way you think. He doesn’t ask 

anything except a small rental.” 
“I see.” Thorne leaned back. “There’s to be money 

involved.” 
Marie sat down on the bed and leaned back. “You 

pay only if you enjoy me enough.” 
Thome laughed in amusement. “Another motto?” 
“That’s right.” She flicked on a bedside radio. 
“What do you do in the off-season?” he asked. 
“Why, I’m a college girl, Mr. Logan. Couldn’t you 

tell?” * 
“Are you joking?” 
“Certainly not. Why? Do I surprise you?” 
Thome drained off his drink. “I guess you 

shouldn’t. I mean, there’s more than one way to get 
money for tuition, right?” 

“Right, Mr. Logan. But there aren’t many more en¬ 
joyable ways, I’ll tell you that.” Her eyes smiled at 
him, sparkling with her enjoyment of the situation. 
She liked her work, apparently. 

Thome, his drink finished, got up from his chair 
and stretched. “Ah,” he said, “muscles getting old 
and sore—” 

Marie stood up and moved next to him. She re¬ 
moved his jacket from his shoulders. “We’ll fix your 
muscles so they feel just fine, Mr. Logan,” she 
whispered. 

Thome let her hang up his jacket. Might as well 
let her do everything, he thought. Why should I 
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strain myself? He mused for a short moment about 
the fact that he had not thought about business since 
Marie had appeared next to him near the first green. 

“Why don’t you lie down and let me take care of 
you, Mr. Logan?” 

He turned toward her. His arms went around her 
warmly. 

“Sure,” he said. “Anything you say, Marie.” 
He pulled her with him to the bed. 
Marie’s fingers moved deftly over his clothes, un¬ 

buttoning his shirt and undoing the buckle of his belt 
with practiced ease. She moved down to his feet, 
loosened the laces and took off his shoes. She dropped 
them on the floor. Thorne lay motionless, not making 
a move to help her, his hands under his head. He 
looked at her busily working on his clothes, amused 
at the sight of her hands flying over him, pulling and 
tugging in their disrobing effort. 

With a last heave and pull which practically sent 
her flying across the room, she finally accomplished 
her immediate purpose and he was lying naked on the 
bed, still smiling. 

Without a word, Marie let the nightgown slip from 
her shoulders and fall at her feet. She kicked it away. 

“Come here, Marie,” he said. 
She dropped beside him. 
“I’m glad you like me, Mr. Logan.” 
Her mouth was suddenly roving over his body, her 

hands brushing against and over his skin. His body 
tensed from the first, unexpected shock and then re¬ 
laxed as her caresses aroused him. 

He wanted to reach out and grab her, but held back 
until they were both completely engrossed in lust, all 
other thoughts driven from their minds except that 
of heightening each other’s physical passions. 
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Wrapped together, they played and swayed to the 
wild rhythms of their mounting desire. Her mouth 
was soft, her lips full and wet against him, her tongue 
a flame. When at last he took her, she cried out with 
pleasure and pain. 

Thorne looked down at her, feeling strong in his 
manliness and total domination. He grinned. “Pretty 
good idea, this wandering around the golf course at 
night. Surprising what a person can find there—” 

“Discreet and choice—” 

Much later Marie said, “I think it’s getting toward 
morning, Mr. Logan. Even walking around the whole 
golf course doesn’t take this long.” 

“You’re right.” 
Thorne Logan got up. He dressed quickly, then he 

stuck his hand in his pocket and felt his money. He 
had a fat roll of bills and mentally he went over the 
recent activities and tried to figure out how much 
they had been worth. 

“What’s the usual—ah—tip?” 
Marie looked at him sleepily. “I like to leave that 

up to the generosity of the gentlemen,” she replied. 
“You see, when a girl enjoys her work as much as I 
do, it’s kind of difficult to ask for money besides. You 
know what I mean?” 

“I think I do,” he said, laughing at her sincerity. 
“You enjoy your work, all right, there’s no doubt 
about that.” 

He pulled out his roll, peeled off several layers of 
green bills. He stuck them under an ashtray on the 
table. 

“So long, Marie.” 
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“Thanks, Mr. Logan, the pleasure was mine.” 
Thome shut the door behind him. It had been def¬ 

initely a good night, he decided as he walked back 
toward the lodge. 

He was still a good husband. 
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Five 

DAVE ROGERS woke up sweating. He had been 
dreaming as he had never dreamed before. Moving 
through his dream had been Cindy, Anita and Gloria 
in a confused, mindless tangle—a puzzle of arms, legs, 
mouths and breasts, intermingled, entwined, which 
he had been-compelled to solve. Just why the solution 
had been so imperatively his task had not been en¬ 
tirely clear, but it had had something to do with his 
very survival as a male. 

Excitement close to despair had gripped him. Min¬ 
gled with the despair had been anger, clear and un¬ 
mistakable. The substance and locale of the dream 
had kept shifting, but finally all three women had 
turned toward him, faced him with enormous smiles, 
with provocative gestures of their hands and legs— 
and suddenly he had been locked in mortal combat 
with all three. Their flesh had engulfed him, not in 
passion but in hate. Anger had blazed in Cindy’s eyes 
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and she had hurt him the most in the wild, threshing 
melee—but at the very end he had read something 
else in her face ... stark fear and a desperation 
closely akin to his own. 

He came to, rubbing his head which had hit the 
bedboard. 

He felt awful and swore under his breath. For long 
moments he lay still, his head throbbing, his body 
damp with perspiration. 

He thought, Am I insane? Am I out of my skull? 
Everybody’s making it except me. I’d better do some¬ 
thing fast, that’s for sure, or I’m going to be driven 
straight out of my mind ... 

He got up, shaking his head to rearrange what 
was in it. He went to the mirror and stared at 
his reflection for a long moment. Then he splashed 
some cold water on his face, washed up. He put on 
chinos and a white T-shirt, slipped his feet in an old 
pair of sneakers and went back to the mirror again 
to gauge the effect. 

Not bad, he mused. He smiled at his image in the 
mirror. Come on, kid, go out there today and knock 
’em dead, you hear? Go ahead, you look great! 

“Damn,” he said out loud as he walked out the 
door. 

After breakfast Dave Rogers, now in swim 
trunks, sat on the edge of the pool, splashing water 
with his feet, his head hanging down. Gloria Logan 
came out. Her two-piece bathing suit consisted of 
white and orange polka-dots and not much else. 
Bikinis were de rigeur at the Taronga Lodge, but 
Gloria’s getup surpassed anything Dave had yet 
seen. 

Dave stared. She was even better than his 
dreams. 
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“Good morning, Dave,” she said. 
“Good morning,” he croaked. 
“What’s the matter? Frog in your throat?” 
Dave coughed. “Must have swallowed something 

that went down the wrong way.” 
“Well, shall we begin?” Gloria dropped her towel 

to the flagstones. 
“Sure.” Dave looked away for fear that he would 

lose control and embarrass himself in front of Gloria. 
He dove into the pool. 

“What do I do now?” 
Gloria had imprisoned her red hair in an emerald 

bathing cap. The green, orange and white made an 
arresting combination with the soft expanses of her 
skin, accenting rather than concealing. Erotic im¬ 
ages floated before Dave’s eyes. 

“Hop in,” he said. 
She jumped in, splashing water and coming up all 

wet and sleek. She walked over and stood next to 
Dave. 

“Well?” she said. 
_yy 

“What’s bothering you? Same thing as last 
night?” 

“I—I can’t tell you.” 
“Look, Dave. I can’t stand to see you hang-dog 

like this. Suppose we make a deal—you teach me to 
swim and I’ll give you advice on your problems.’ 

He managed a weak smile. “I don’t know. I don’t 
think I can tell you—” 

“Sure you can. Think of me as an older sister 
who’s been through a few things and knows the 
ropes. Let’s get this lesson over with, and then may¬ 
be we can have a little walk and you can sound off. 
All right?” 
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“All right.” 
“Good. I’ll try to be a good pupil if you will. Now, 

teach me.” 
He felt a little better as he began to go through 

the familiar steps of teaching the first elements of 
swimming. He showed her how to float, how to move 
her hands and feet, and finally told her to try to cross 
the pool. 

When she began to go down he put his hands under 
her to hold her up and felt his fingers hot against 
her flesh. Manfully he got her across. 

“Well, we made it,” Gloria said, hanging on to the 
edge of the pool. “I thought you were going to let 
me go down back there. Shouldn’t play tricks like that 
on your older sister.” 

Dave smiled and praised Gloria’s first perform¬ 
ance. He went back to his instructions, helped her 
across a few more times. Finally they climbed out 
of the pool and sat in the sun. 

“That was wonderful, Dave. Already I feel more 
confident about surviving if I ever fall over the side 
of a boat.” Gloria laughed. She lay down. “I’m ex¬ 
hausted.” 

“You worked pretty hard for the first time out” 
“Beginners always do things the hard way.” 
Dave missed the allusion. He sat silent, his mind 

blank for the moment. 
Finally Gloria sat up. “Well, it’s your turn now.” 

She picked up her towel, wrapped it around her 
shoulders, put on a pair of beach sandals. “Let’s 
take a little walk, shall we? Later you may not be 
so unhappy. Come on, lazy, get up.” She stood up, 
mussed his hair as she walked past him. 

They walked toward the golf course. Gloria tried 
to get Dave to open up. 
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“It’s not going to get any better if you don’t get 
it out, Dave. I know. When something’s really 
bothering me I talk to someone about it.” 

“You’ve got your husband to talk to. That’s differ¬ 

ent.” 
Gloria wondered whether to tell Dave that she 

did not very often talk to her husband, that he was 
always reading the Wall Street Journal, playing golf 
or just too busy. She decided not to. “It’s not so 
different. Whether you’re married or not, it’s good 

to talk to a friend.” 
“All right—but let’s sit down. I don’t think I can 

tell you all this standing up.” They were at the edge 
of the grass, a hundred yards or so from the lodge. 

He began hesitatingly. “Well—you know after you 

left last night?” 
“Yes.” 
“I was standing at the bar feeling sorry for myself 

because I’d had a fight with Cindy—” 
“Cindy Hamilton?” 
“Yes. You know her, I guess.” 
“She seems like a nice girl. When did you have a 

fight?” 
“Before you came over.” 
“Tell me about it.” 
“That’ll be a long story.” 
“The best way to tell any story is to start at the 

beginning.” 
“Well, yesterday afternoon, I was giving Cindy a 

swimming lesson at the pool, and—” Slowly, halt¬ 
ingly, Dave gave the details of what had happened 
the day before. When he reached having overheard 
Stu talking about Cindy in the steamroom, Gloria 

interrupted him. 
“So you believed him, did you? Nice guy.” 
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“What do you mean?” 
“I mean that some men are notorious for brag¬ 

ging, especially where women are concerned. He 
probably didn’t even get close to her. Or if he did, 
she probably slapped his face, as she almost did 
yours. Bragging about having had her was his 
twisted way of getting his revenge.” 

“I figured you would probably say that.” He 
paused, feeling a little nervous, unsure. He had fig¬ 
ured no such thing. “Can I have one of your ciga¬ 
rettes?” 

“I think I’ll have one, too.” Gloria offered him 
both pack and matches. 

His hand was shaking slightly as he lit their 
cigarettes. 

“After you left last night,” he continued, “Stu 
came up to me at the bar and asked me if I wanted 
to have some fun. I didn’t know what he was talking 
about, so I followed him.” Dave hesitated again. 
“You sure you want to hear this?” 

“Of course I am.” Gloria was quite calm and col¬ 
lected. 

“Okay, you asked for it. We went over to the staff 
cabins and when we got close to one of them, Stu 
told me to keep quiet and look in one of the windows. 
I didn’t know what was going on, you understand?— 
I mean, I had no idea of what he wanted to show me 
or anything. Well, when I looked in the window—” 

“What did you see that was so terrible?” Gloria 
asked, smiling. “Two people making love?” 

“How did you know?” 
“I could see it coming a mile away.” 
“That’s not the half of it. I mean, if it had been 

just two people—” 
“You mean there were more them two?” 
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“Oh, no. But they were both women.” 
“And one of them was Cindy?” Gloria sounded 

suddenly compassionate. 
“Yes.” 
“And the other?” 
“Anita Lindquist.” 
“The new masseuse?” 
“Yes.” 
They sat quietly for a moment. Even Gloria 

seemed to have no ready words of advice. 
At last she asked, “Do you blame yourself for 

what happened last night?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Do you think it’s your fault that Cindy is the way 

she is?” 
“I don’t know what to think any more. I guess 

somebody is to blame.” 
“Well, you can put your mind at ease about one 

thing. I’m sure it’s not your fault. If you told her 
what Stu was saying about her—and somebody was 
bound to—the fault is much more likely to be Stu’s.” 

“I don’t think I really feel guilty about her—” 
«I See—you feel badly because you saw what was 

going on?” 
“Well, yes. I guess that’s it” Dave suddenly 

wished Gloria would stop asking questions. 
Gloria did not stop. “Did you stay and watch?” 
“I—i couldn’t help myself,” he said after a while. 

“I had to stay.” 
“What were they doing?” 
“Come on—you don’t expect me to tell you that, 

do you?” 
“All right. I’m not trying to make you do any¬ 

thing.” She stopped, lit another cigarette. “Dave, 
you’re growing up. You’ll see worse things in your 
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life, I’m sure. Don’t let this bother you. All of us 
make mistakes—and Cindy probably made one last 
night. You haven’t told me exactly what happened— 
except that she had reason to be—well—pretty dis¬ 
turbed. Don’t judge her too hastily.” 

“You’re good, Gloria. I know you’re just trying to 
make me feel better, but I want you know how I ap¬ 
preciate it. And you were right. It helps to talk—” 

She got up. “I think it’s time for lunch, don’t 
you?” 

Dave got to his feet. “Thanks, Gloria.” 
“I like you, Dave. I’m glad to have helped.” 
They walked back to the lodge and Gloria headed 

for her room to change for lunch. 

Alone once more, Gloria felt a curious excitement. 
Listening to Dave had turned her thoughts into sen¬ 
suous channels and she had been unable to repress 
certain intimate visions of him. 

These made her feel strange toward Dave. She had 
difficulty identifying her emotion. Dave was good- 
looking—did she want to make love to him? She 
knew she had aroused him—that much had been 
obvious at the pool. And she had liked seeing him 
aroused. 

She opened the door to her room and stopped, 
surprised. “Thorne—what are you doing?” 

“Oh, hi, honey. Listen, I’m sorry I didn’t see you 
earlier. Had a call from the city and I have to go in on 
business. Be gone a few days.” He went on packing 
hurriedly. 

“Thome?” she ventured quietly. 
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“Yes, honey? What is it?” He went into the bath¬ 
room to get his shaving gear and hair brushes. 

“Thorne, this is our vacation.” 
“Baby,” he said, coming out of the bathroom. 

“This deal is going to get you that fur coat you 
wanted. Besides, you can have fun up here. I’ll only 
be gone for a few days. There’re plenty of things to 
do to pass the time.” 

She put a hand on his arm. “Darling,” she said, 
“look at me.” 

Thome obeyed. His wife was beautiful, he had to 
admit. 

She asked him now, “Do you love me?” 
“Of course I love you, Gloria. What a question to 

ask after ten years.” He shook his head and went 
back to his packing. “What’s bothering you, baby?” 

“Thorne, before you go—” 
“Yes?” 
“Make love to me.” 
He looked at his wrist watch. “All right.” There 

was no emotion in his voice. “But I’m warning you 
ahead of time, I’m in a hurry.” 

Gloria took off her bikini and let it fall at her feet. 
Thorne watched her and briefly she thought she had 
won—his eyes were admiring, possessive. He em¬ 
braced her and her arms went around his neck, pull¬ 
ing him to her. She closed her eyes. 

He loved her deftly—after ten years of marriage, 
he knew her both emotionally and physically. He 
roused her, but he neither took nor gave completely 
and she found herself imagining he was a stranger 
—a man she did not know and to whom she was un¬ 
familiar—so that the act of love would at least have 
the meaning of discovery. 

The image that came to her mind was that of a 
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man much younger—the man he might have been 
on their honeymoon when the world had been new 
to her, at least. But he had never really been that 
man—even on their honeymoon, she remembered, 
other matters had interfered with their love. Even 
then he had had his dream of material success and 
all else had come second. 

A face intruded upon her awareness—a face young 
and avidly passionate—and it was to this she found 
herself responding. She gasped, partly from shock, 
partly from passion. She buried her head against 
Thorne’s shoulder, feeling skin between her teeth, 
substituting another shoulder, another skin, trying 
to dig herself into a fantasy and forget reality. 

Thome pressed on, unrelenting, his mind probably 
already in New York, at the business table, wheeling, 
dealing. Gloria held on to that other image and 
neither she nor Thome uttered a sound as they re¬ 
mained locked in their false embrace. .. 

She soared higher and still higher, nearing her 
summit of passion. 

Now all she wanted was sweet release. She felt the 
great heat welling up within her, the animal arousal 
taking over her senses, drowning her feverish, 
tortured mind in the dizzying, high clouds of lust. 

His head sank into the pillow next to hers. His 
eyes closed. His hands grasped her with an urgency 
that held as much haste as passion. 

And he had finished. 
She could not believe it. She had been so close, 

so close—she tried to hold him but could not. . . 
He was recovering his breath. 
“That was great, Gloria,” he assured her dutifully. 
He rose and went to the bathroom, came out a 

minute later with his shorts on and his hair combed, 
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put a few more things in his case, then got dressed 
for travel. 

When he was soullessly correct in business garb, 
he kissed his wife on the cheek and left 

Gloria did not bother to get up. She reached over 
to the night table, took out a cigarette, lit it and 
breathed smoke deeply down into her lungs. 

Her eyes looked around the room, scanning it for 
anything that might hold her attention. She passed 
over the small framed pictures supplied by the man¬ 
agement, the door, the dressers, plain and brown, 
the bathroom door, and then the windows. She saw 
trees in the distance, a bit of sky, the sun shining. 

Within her was darkness—or at least an absence 
of light. She wondered, What am I going to do? Why 
are the trees and the sky so beautiful while I’m 
miserable? How much do I need? 

She decided to take a shower and got up slowly. 
She felt nervous and tense from frustration and did 
not hurry. She waited until the water was exactly 
right. Then she stepped in and let its coolness flow 

over her. 
She soaped herself, rubbing the flesh of her thighs 

and stomach, testing for looseness, satisfied that 
there was none. As she rinsed herself, she held her 
breasts up to be beaten by the spray and felt them 
tingling pleasurably under the water’s caress. Her 

nipples hardened. 
After twenty-five minutes of surrendering to this 

aquatic massage, she stepped out of the tub and 
dried herself briskly. Looking at herself in the full- 
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length mirror behind the bathroom door, she was 
pleased. 

I’ll make that young man happy, she thought. The 
boy Thorne never was. I’ll make him happy and he’ll 
make me happy. Nothing to worry about now ex¬ 
cept getting him . . . 

She smiled to herself at the prospect. 
Happy. 
And satisfied. 
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Six 

MARIE CARSON had had her eye on Dave since the 
season at the lodge began. He was the big man’s son. 
He was good-looking—more, he was nice. She had 
never heard him say an unkind word to the help. 

Unfortunately Dave Rogers did not seem to know 
she was alive. Marie was at a loss to figure out what 
she had to do to make him notice her. Usually her 
trouble with men ran the other way around. Men 
not only noticed her, but paid for the privilege. She 
did not even want to make Dave pay. She simply 
wanted his body—and what went with it. 

That night she was waiting on the management’s 
table and, for the hundredth time, did her best to 
catch Dave’s eye. But he seemed buried in thought 
and barely looked up from his plate. 

If only for the sake of her own morale, Marie felt 
she definitely had to do something about the situa¬ 
tion. It was not right for a girl with her physical 
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attributes to beg for attention. The men in the 
kitchen and quite a few of the guests gave her all 
she could handle. Or, at least, all they could handle. 
But she treated them professionally. She thought of 
Dave as a kind of bonus for her summer’s work. 

She had seen him at the pool and had mentally 
put her brand on him. He had a good build and she 
knew all about well-shaped young men. Her winters 
in college were not entirely wasted on classroom 
studies. 

Since Marie could not snag Dave’s eye by subtle 
means, she decided on a bit of commotion. The next 
time she went around to his side of the table, she 
clumsily dropped a fork. It clattered against Dave’s 
plate and, reaching for it, Marie lurched so hard 
against him she almost unseated him. 

Dave made an instinctive grab for her and Hal 
Rogers looked over knowingly, a sly grin on his face. 

“Careful, there, son.” He did not mind Marie’s mak¬ 
ing a play for his boy. She was not a bad kid. She 
just liked sex and was good enough at it to make 
money. And it was about time Dave learned about 
women. 

Dave found himself seated precariously, with an 
armful of Marie. She was smiling down at him. She 
had a pretty face, he noticed, a pert nose, eyes 
shining and alive with mischief. Her lips pouted even 
as they smiled at him. 

“Sorry,” he said as he hoisted her erect. 
“My fault,” she replied, still looking into his eyes 

as she moved away. He had no trouble reading her 
message. Believing it was something else again. 

Dave finished his meal in silence, trying to absorb 
this last bit of confusion into his already bewildered 
life. 
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Later, at the dance, he stood alone near the bar 
and thought of Cindy. She was not at the dance and 
Dave thought bitterly that she was probably shacked 
up with Anita again. Repeating what Gloria had 
tried to gloss over as a mere girlish mistake. 

Gloria. She might have been wrong as hell about 
Cindy, but she was something in her own right. And 
it was good to know that someone shared his prob¬ 
lems. Gloria was—or tried to be—understanding. A 
vision of her moved across his mind as he had last 
seen her—in the bikini. Next he imagined her with¬ 

out the bikini. 
A hand touched his shoulder. He turned and found 

himself facing Gloria Logan. 
She was dressed for the kill. 
Her off-the-shoulder summer frock made her look 

about twenty. Dave caught his breath and wiped a 
moist palm against the leg of his trousers. 

“Hi,” she said. “Still moping?” 
He could not speak for a moment “Would you 

care for a drink?” he finally managed. 
“Yes. You’re quite the gentleman tonight You 

didn’t even wait for me to ask for one.” 
“I guess I am learning a few things.” 
They sat at the bar. Later they danced. Again 

Gloria experienced that sense of communication, of 
discovery of something she had lost—the world of 
youth. She danced close to Dave whenever possible, 
reveling in the feel of him without defenses, without 
pride. She felt herself drawn to him as though to 
some inner nourishment and this time she did not 

let the feeling frighten her. 
Finally they were back at the bar again. Dave’s 

father came by and asked why Thome was not play¬ 
ing tonight. Gloria explained. She added that Dave 
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was taking good care of her, that he was a per¬ 
fect gentleman, and good-looking, too. Hal Rogers 
laughed, patted his son on the cheek, proud that he 
was getting along so well with the guests. He moved 
on. 

The evening progressed relentlessly. 

About ten o’clock Gloria said she had a headache 
and felt tired. She asked Dave to take her to her 
room. 

They walked up the long staircase and down the 
narrow hallway, stopped at her door. 

“Would you like to come in, Dave?” 
The question was unexpected. “Yes,” he finally 

murmured. 
“I like those nice hot-plates the management 

leaves us. It’s nice to be able to make your own 
coffee.” She turned on the light when they walked in. 
Her eyes fell on a pile of panties and brassieres lying 
on a chair. 

“Sorry,” she said, skipping over and snatching 
away her garments. “Didn’t mean to leave the place 
looking like a pigsty—” She smiled at him. 

Dave was ill at ease and showed it. 
She said, “I’ve changed my mind about coffee. 

How about another drink instead?” 
“I thought you had a headache.” 
“The kind of headaches I have are cured by liquor. 

But thanks for the thought.” 
“Okay. I’ll have a drink.” 
She took a bottle of scotch out of the dresser and 

poured two good-sized drinks. After handing him his 
glass, she raised hers and said, “To youth.” 
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They drank, gazing at each other. Dave was the 
first to look away. 

“I’m going to change into something less formal. 
This dress is too tight. Help me with the zipper, 
Dave?” 

She turned her back to him, pointing to the catch. 
Dave got up, put his drink on the dresser and reached 
out to help her. 

His fingers brushed her skin. 
“Please pull the zipper down a little.” 
Dave did as he was told. Gloria turned to face him, 

holding her dress up under her breasts. 
“Thanks.” She smiled and walked into the bath¬ 

room. 
Dave wandered around the room. He admired the 

expensive gold cosmetic cases on Gloria’s dressing 
table. He studied a framed photograph of Thome. 
Another photo showed Thome and Gloria standing 
beside a docked boat Gloria looked pretty in shorts 
and a sailing-top. 

He put the picture down just as she came back in 
the room. 

She wore a blue housecoat with a high neck, 
gathered about her bust and clinging below the waist. 

She came over to him, “Is your drink all right? 
Want me to fix you a new one?” 

He drank off the rest of the liquor in one gulp. She 
took his glass and refilled it 

“Why don’t you try to get some good music on the 
radio, Dave?” 

“Okay.” He turned the knob and Peggy Lee came 
on, singing Fever. Beads of perspiration began to 
form on Dave’s forehead. 

Gloria said, “It’s stuffy in here. Take off your 

67 



FEVER IN THE SUN 

jacket and I’ll open the window.” She walked across 
to the window, sending a little breeze over to Dave 
with the large folds of her housecoat He took off 
his jacket. 

“I’ll hang it up for you.” She reached over for his 
coat, brushing against him. 

He grew aware of her perfume, heavy and in¬ 
viting. 

“There, that’s better.” She nestled in an armchair. 
“It must be wonderful here in winter. I’ve always 
imagined being marooned in the mountains in the 
dead of a blizzard.” 

“I don’t like the cold. My mother died up here one 
winter.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t remember that. I knew 
your mother. She was a wonderful woman.” 

“That’s all right. It’s over now.” 
Another silence. 
“Fix us another drink, will you, Dave?” 
“Sure.” 
“A little more ice, so they’ll last longer.” 
“Okay.” 
She watched him as he poured the drinks, brought 

hers. She motioned to the hassock near her chair. 
“Sit here.” 
He sat down. “I think I’m beginning to feel a little 

drunk,” he said. 
“Nonsense. But maybe some coffee would be a good 

idea. I’ll go fix it right now.” She went over and 
busied herself with the hot-plate. 

He wondered dizzily what was happening to him. 
He felt vaguely apprehensive. Gloria came back 
with coffee and they sipped in silence. As Gloria 
crossed her legs, Earl Bostic’s Flamingo came from 
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the radio, filling the room with wailing of saxo¬ 
phones. 

“My favorite tune,” Gloria said. “Let’s dance to 
it, Dave?” 

He got up slowly and moved toward her. She held 
out her arms to him, brought him close to her. They 
moved in unison on the thick carpet. 

She whispered in his ear. “I bet you have many 
girl friends, Dave. This thing with Cindy was just 
one little piece of bad luck, right?” 

He did not feel complimented. He felt even more 
nervous—she was making him out a ladies’ man, 
though she must have known better. His soul re¬ 
volted against his helpless embarrassment, his lack 
of experience. 

“I bet the girls all go wild for you at college, don’t 
they? I hear some college girls are pretty wild these 
days. Do you take them all in stride?” 

He said nothing. 
“Do you break their hearts, Dave?” Gloria’s 

breath was hot in his ear. Her lips nibbled at his 
earlobe, sending waves of delight up his spine. 

“Stop it—cut it out, please, Gloria—” 
“Why? I’m not going to eat you. Besides, a strong 

young mem like yourself shouldn’t mind a woman 
nibbling at his ear—even an older sister, David—” 

He blushed uncontrollably, feeling hotter and 
more uncomfortable every moment. He wished she 
would stop. He wanted to run from her arms. She 
rubbed against him, pressing her breasts against his 
chest Her hands caressed his neck, softly, gently. 

“How many times have you made love, Dave? 
Fifty times? A hundred times?” 

“Please stop it. I—I’m not like you think.” 
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“Oh, modest, too. That’s a nice quality, Dave. Al¬ 
ways be modest. Women will love you for it.” She 
pressed closer to him. “But tell me, Dave—how 
many times? And did you like it?” 

Suddenly he could take no more. He broke away 
from her and stood in the middle of the floor, shak¬ 
ing. 

“What are you trying to do to me?” he asked, 
choking. “You trying to drive me nuts or some¬ 
thing? Why are you asking me all those questions 
about girls? What do you care? What does anybody 
care about me?” He put his face in his hands. 

“Dave.” She sidled up to him. “I—” 
“Leave me alone,” he yelled, pushing her away. 

“Stop torturing me! You want to know how many 
girls I slept with? Huh? You really want to know?” 

His voice was distorted by shame. “Well you’ve 
got a big surprise coming, Mrs. Logan, a big 
surprise. Because I’m not what you think. I’m not a 
wild, experienced young man who goes around break¬ 
ing girls’ hearts. As a matter of fact, they break mine. 
And you know why? You know why?” He had 
reached a crescendo of emotion. His voice was trem¬ 
bling. He could barely keep himself from shouting 
out his painful truth, his obsessive inferiority. Sweat 
was pouring down from his forehead—liquor, danc¬ 
ing and excitement had raised his temperature con¬ 
siderably. 

“Dave—wait—” 
She could see that he was tortured and, even 

worse, that she was the one torturing him. Her own 
unhappiness mingled with his, prevented her from 
being able to show him that she was not laughing at 
him but sincerely trying to reach him. She could not 
find the right words instantly—perhaps even if she 
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had been able to find them, they would not have been 

enough. 
Dave had been pushed to the brink, and now he 

was toppling off in grand style. “Do you really want 
to know why? Yeah, I bet you do—so you can tease 
me and lead me on, and when you’ve got me where 
you want me, you too can laugh at me like all the 

rest!” 
“Dave—Dave—I’ve never laughed at you—” 
He did not even hear her. He burst out with his 

admission and his tears at the same time: “It’s 
because I’m a virgin, that’s why—a goddamn virgin. 
He sobbed, shaking all over from the passion of his 
tortured spirit. 

His reasoning was berserk, topsy-turvy — cart 
before the horse. Gloria refrained from pointing out 
the logical fallacy. Instead she went close to him 

again. . ,. . , 
“Dave,” she began, her lips brushing his cheek, 

“I’m not like the rest. I don’t want to laugh at you— 

I—” 
He didn’t let her finish. “I can’t stand any more!” 

he yelled, jumping up and grabbing his jacket. 
“Dave—wait, please, wait.” She tried to restrain 

him. 
“No!” He dashed to the door, opened it, and ran 

out. 
He kept running. Right down the back stairs, 

right out into the night, right out into the woods, as 
fast as his legs could carry him. 

The night was dark around him. Branches 
whipped savagely into his face. The world seemed to 
be spinning around him like a mad top. Sweat 
trickled down into his eyes, stinging, and the lights 
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of the moon and the stars flickered teasingly in front 
of him, laughing ... laughing ... 

He tripped over a thick, knotty root and he felt 
himself falling down into the leaves and the grass. He 
just lay there for a minute, very still, glad to have 
stopped his mad running. 

It took him a little while to stop sobbing, and then 
he turned over on his back and looked up at the night 
sky and at the stars peeking through leafy branches. 
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HE could not remember ever having felt so low. Nor 
could he pinpoint the reason for his mood. Gloria 
had been nice to him, he realized. Even if, in the end, 
she had laughed. She had made him feel better when 
he had been depressed after his fight with Cindy 
the previous day. She had listened sympathetically 
when he had told her about the scene in Anita’s 
cabin. She had danced with him, talked with him— 
and laughed with him? 

Laughed with him—or at him? In that question 
lay his present trouble. He did not believe, deep 
down, that she could have been doing anything but 
laughing at him. 

Why would a married woman go for a hid like me? 
he thought. She was just having a good joke—very 
funny-ha-ha. Damn. Why can’t anything be simple? 
How can people stand living ... 

His thoughts rambled on. Question piled on ques- 
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tion. None had a definite answer. Liquor made his 
head heavy and dizzy. Finally he was not even sure 
of what he was thinking about—only that he was 
thinking about sex. Sex. Everything was sex. All the 
excitement, the doubts, the tortures, the awkward- 
ness—was sex. Why was sex invented? 

HeTl, I’m such an idiot. . . yeah, it must be good 
when you’ve got it, when you can get it. Everybody 
says it is. And they’re right. They’ve got to be right. 
They’ve got to be right... 

He was growing calmer now. He still felt dizzy but 
he had stopped shaking and his heart was no longer 
drumming as it had before. Lying alone in the woods, 
he was beginning to relax and his thoughts slowed 
down to a less frantic pace. 

Then, suddenly, he was taut and nervous again. 
Somebody was speaking to him. 

“Hi, Dave.” 
Marie Carson, the small, curvy waitress who had 

looked at him so provocatively at dinner stood a few 
feet away. Dave sat up and blinked. 

“What are you doing here?” 
She advanced a few steps and sat down beside him 

“You want me to tell you the whole story?” 
He nodded. 
“All right. I saw you running out of the lodge like 

a madman a few minutes ago and followed you.” 
“Why?” 
Had she found out about his session with Gloria 

in some way? It seemed unlikely to Dave that any¬ 
one would simply have followed him into the woods 
in the middle of the night. 

“Well—why not?” 
“I still want to know why you followed me.” 
“Because I like you, Dave.” 
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Was she another tease—or was she for real? 
“You mean that, Marie?” 
“Sure I do.” , , 
She took a cigarette out of her bag. He reached 

over for the matches. She watched him intently as 
he focused his attention on lighting her cigarette. 
And then he really had to hang on to his senses. 

Marie moved closer to him. Her breath was sweet 
on his face as she blew out the match. She discarded 
the cigarette and her lips brushed his. 

“Dave—oh, Dave,” she murmured. 
Dave was acutely conscious of her body pressing 

against his. She pushed him down to the ground and 
her mouth covered his. Her lips moved, parted and 
her tongue touched his. His arms found their way 
around her and held her tightly. 

Dave was breathless and overwhelmed. His hands 
moved over to her blouse, shyly seeking the buttons 
that would bare her bosom. She helped him, guiding 
his hand over her breasts. 

Her mouth broke from his temporarily. I didn t 
put my bra on,” she said. “Just for you. Then her 
mouth was on his again. _ 

This must be for real, he thought hazily. Nothing 
can stop me now—finally—finally ... 

His hands caressed her breasts and he marveled at 
the warmth and softness of her flesh. 

“Dave—Dave—” She pressed even more tightly 
against him, rolled over, pulling him with her. “Do 
you want me—do you want me?” 

Her face was white in the moonlight and he could 
see her lips moving. She reached down to pull up her 

skirf. 
“I didn’t put my panties on either—again, just for 

you.” 
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His eyes wandered over her exposed flesh hungrily. 
But dimly, through a half-drunken haze, Dave real¬ 
ized that he was not reacting as he should have. 
Desperately he tried, with Marie helping him. He 
could feel his neck grow hot, his cheeks flame. His 
mind said, Go on—nobody’s stopping you now. This 
is what you’ve been waiting for aU along, your big 
chance. ATI you have to do is reach out and take it. 
Go ahead—take it . . . 

He froze in confusion and was only vaguely aware 
that Marie was getting up, buttoning up her blouse, 
and straightening out her skirt. And then her words 
began to reach him, harsh and mockingly cruel. 

“What kind of a stunt is that to pull, huh? Some 
lover you are!” Her hands were busily brushing the 
leaves and bits of grass from her clothes. "Boy, you 
sure had me fooled. When I saw you standing at the 
swimming pool with your tan and all those muscles, 
I thought I really saw a man. And look at this—ha!” 
The words cut him deeply, hurt as words had never 
hurt him before. “Brother—brother!” Marie con¬ 
tinued, beginning to laugh. “And you’d better not tell 
me that it’s my fault, either. I’ve got plenty of wit¬ 
nesses to testify that there’s nothing cold about me. 
Ha! What a hell of a joke!” 

He wanted her to stop but could not find words. 
Finally he just said, “You—you tramp.” 

“So what?” Marie was not disturbed. “I’m a tramp. 
What are you—a sissy, or something worse?” 

“Marie—I—” Vaguely, he meant to apologize, but 
his words faded as she disappeared into the darkness. 

Dave lay down again, disgusted with himself. 
That’s aTl I needed, he thought. The one time I get 
the chance put right in front of me, what do I do? I 
poop out... 
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Marie’s laughter echoed in his mind—like Gloria’s. 
Not like Gloria’s. Gloria had not laughed. She had 
even said, I’m not like the rest. I’m not laughing at 
you... 

And he had wanted Gloria. He would have had no 
problem about his manhood with Gloria. 

He got up slowly. 
I’d better go see Gloria, he thought. She must have 

been upset when I ran away. I shouldn’t have run 
away. She likes me. She wants me, anyway, and that’s 
enough. I just hope I haven’t scared her off, like 
Marie. No. Gloria isn’t like that. She’ll understand. 
Gloria understand . . . 

Gloria had tried to understand. When Dave had 
run out of the room, she had gone to the door and 
even thought of running out after him. She had seen 
him disappear down the corridor and fought back an 
impulse to follow him and bring him back. 

She still wanted him back. She wanted to tell him 
how sorry she was that she had hurt his feelings, that 
she had not thought—had not realized what was 
really troubling him. 

Poor Dave, she said to herself. What have I done 
to him now? What have I done to myself? I must have 
been drinking too hard, not noticing that I was 
making him uncomfortable. 

She decided that she was not too comfortable her¬ 
self. Dave had not been gone long, but she had al¬ 
ready smoked several cigarettes. 

I’d better lie down, she thought. She tried to make 
herself comfortable on the bed, but it seemed as hard 
as the floor. Her nerves were tense. Flicking her ash 
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into the tray on the night table, she glanced at the 
picture of herself and Thome and wondered, What’s 
happened to us? This picture wasn’t taken so long 
ago—even ten years isn’t long ... 

She felt suddenly old. Not because of the last ten 
years, but because of the last few moments. Thoughts 
of what had just happened to her with Dave—and 
what had not happened—reminded her again of the 
early days of her marriage. 

She remembered her first meeting with Thome. 
She had gone to a party given by one of her fellow 
junior editors at Greystone Publishing. Greystone 
had been her first job after college and she had been 
happy there. Her life had been good then—working 
hard five days a week and dating on weekends. 

She had lost her virginity during her last year in 
college, but the incident had not sent her on the road 
to promiscuity. She had known one other man before 
meeting Thome at the party. A little wryly she re¬ 
membered the impact he had had on her from the 
start—her seduction by him had been remarkably 
efficient, as were all things that Thome Logan did. 

When the party had broken up, she and Thorne 
kept right on having a party of their own. It had 
wound up in Thome’s apartment—in Thome’s bed. 

He had taken her, that first time, with all the 
strength and passion that any man could have. Cer¬ 
tainly with more of both than she had ever en¬ 
countered before. Later she came to understand that 
all-out dedication was what Thome lavished on any 
undertaking that interested him—that he had simply 
meant to conquer her. At the time she had given his 
effectiveness as an excuse for the fact that she had 
barely known him for six hours before going to bed 
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with him. And she had made it very clear to Thorne 
that the occurrence was an exception. 

Thome had bought her explanation and married 
her shortly after. She thought now that the death of 
love had come as early as their honeymoon. 

For some time she had not recognized any of the 
symptoms. Thome had continued outwardly ardent 
during those early weeks and months—even years. 
He had made and kept her happy. Then had begun 
his periods of abstention, his preoccupation with 
other matters. The transition had been gradual at 
first—she had barely noticed it. Later she had ex¬ 
cused it. Eventually it had dawned on her that both 
Thome’s ardor and his coolness were part of the 
pattern that made up the man—that perhaps he had 
never loved her at all in the sense she understood 

love. , . , . . 
She had continued to love him, knowing his in¬ 

terests lay elsewhere—in business and in economic 
gambles, in an almost obsessive lust for wealth and 
success. At least, she had told herself, there were no 
other women in his life. She had accepted the fact 
that his early lovemaking had simply been a part of 
his conditioning of her to marriage, a manifestation 
of his success psychology. But lately she had found 
scant comfort in such rationalization—and just a few 
moments ago she had been ready and willing, even 
eager, to betray Thorne for the first time with a 
younger man. A boy who was what Thome had never 

been. 
It was Thome she needed—not Dave. 
I need you, Thorne, I need you, she said silently to 

herself. A woman is so helpless. A man, if his wife is 
holding out on him, can always find other releases 
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even a girl friend. But a wife looking for a lover— 
that’s something else . . . 

Right now she found herself wishing Dave were a 
little more like Thorne. She did not fully understand 
why Dave had run away but she felt fairly certain 
that, given the same circumstances, Thome would 
not have fled. He had not fled this afternoon—merely 
hurried a little. And made her feel unwanted. 

1 wish Dave would take me for granted. I’m a 
healthy, normal woman, who needs love and affection 
just like anybody else . .. 

She was jittery. Despite the slight breeze from the 
open window, her skin felt clammy. The housedress 
stuck damply to her flesh. She took it off and 
stretched out on the bed. 

Had sex gone out of her life completely? Her hands 
began to caress her body. She needed release des¬ 
perately. Her brain began to whirl with fantasies, 
with memories of nights she had spent in Thome’s 
arms. Frustration boiled within her, unrelenting. 

She got up and went to the bathroom to turn on the 
shower. She glanced at herself in the mirror again. 
Don’t worry, girl, something good is going to happen 
to you one of these days, and it’ll make up for all this 
agony, she said to herself. And when it does happen— 
everybody watch out. 

Smiling, she stepped into the spray. She stood 
under the warm, soothing flood until her nerves 
quieted. Nearly twenty minutes elapsed before she 
got out and dried herself. 

Still naked, she sat in front of her vanity table. Her 
skin felt fresh and clean. She began to brush her hair 
with long even strokes. 

She got into bed, turned out the light, drew the 
covers up to her neck and snuggled against the pillow. 

80 



FEVER IN THE SUN 

I wish I weren’t alone, she thought. 7 wish there were 
someone with me to help me get to sleep ... 

Her mind returned to Dave. She wondered if he 
were having trouble going to sleep, too. What Would 
she say to him when she saw him the next day? Or 
he to her? Would he be sorry, perhaps even angry, 
because she shared his secret. Or should she tell him 
she was sorry he was so upset about being a virgin 
but that she did not mind and he should fall into her 
bed anyway? That she was sorry that she was 
married and not an eighteen-year-old, fluffy blonde. 

Thinking about the next day set her on edge again. 
The next day seemed to hold none of the promise it 
should have held. Just apologies. 

Then her senses began taking over again, as they 
had before her bath. She tossed and turned on the 
bed, every nerve aching with desire. Lust flowed over 
her like water flowing over a dam that had held it 
back too long. She fought valiantly against the on¬ 
slaught, trying desperately to control herself. 

Somebody help, she thought. Please, somebody, 

help... 
There was a knock on her door. 
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Eight 

HER first feeling was guilt. Next came excitement as 
she realized that she did not really give a damn who 
was on the other side of the door—as long as he was 
male. It might be a drunken guest from the dance, 
one of Thome’s poker friends—it might be a member 
of the lodge’s staff, or even Hal Rogers looking for his 
son. She could not imagine a woman guest or staff 
member at large at this hour. The sound at the door 
had come almost as an answer to her plea, Gloria felt. 

Clutching the bedsheet tightly around her, she 
went to the door and whispered, “Who is it?” 

Dave’s voice answered, “Are you still up, Gloria?” 
Relief flooded her and for the first time she realized 

that mingled in her excitement had been a tinge of 
fear. 

She opened the door and said, “Come in, Dave— 
and everything she had felt for him earlier in the 
night came back to her. She closed the door and he 
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stood before her, his head stooping slightly, his young 
face dark and unsmiling. 

She said, “Oh, Dave—I’m so glad you came back.” 
Tm sorry—” he began, foundering. 

“Don’t say anything, darling,” Gloria said. “You’re 
here. That’s all that counts.” She let the sheet drop 
from her shoulders, watching his reactions. “Dave,” 
she asked, “do you want me?” 

He nodded numbly. “Yes, Gloria—but—” 
Then, no buts. I want you to make love to me, 

Dave. No hurry. We’ve got the whole night.” 
She took his hand and led him to the bed, sat down 

and patted the place beside her. 
For some time they just talked. Gloria found her¬ 

self curiously calm. She had made a mistake before in 
pressing things, moving too fast She did not intend 
to repeat it. 

Little by little she saw Dave relax. 
Once he asked her, “You really mean it, don’t you 

—about our being together all night?” 
“Of course. And if you’re going to stay, you’d 

better get more comfortable. Here, let me.” 
This time, when she unbuttoned his shirt, he made 

no protest. When she kissed him lightly, his arms 
wound around her—and the kiss turned into some¬ 
thing not light at all. 

She had no trouble with the rest of his clothing. 
He seemed eager now to join her in love-play, though 
he still displayed none of Thorne’s aggressiveness. 

Gloria had to help him and, oddly, she found pleas¬ 
ure in the process. She remembered her hurried, al¬ 
most casual encounter with Thome during the after¬ 
noon. She remembered imagining herself on a voyage 
of exploration with someone else—someone who was 
unfamiliar to her and to whom she was new. She had 
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thought of Dave then, but with no realization just 
how different from Thome he would be. 

She was new to him—and not only she, but all 
women. Not until much later, when she had got him 
into bed with the light out, did she discover how 
new. He found something in each of their kisses, in 
each touch of their hands, in each close embrace . .. 

And he found something else in himself—his 
dormant manhood. 

He grew aggressive then and all she had to do was 
receive him. 

She closed her eyes and did. 
Later she clung to him with a stronger sense of 

fulfillment than she had known for years. Part of it, 
she knew, came from her own efforts, from the long 
love-play—but mostly it derived from Dave’s eager¬ 
ness, once he was fully aroused, and from a knowl¬ 
edge that she had helped him find himself—had led 
him beyond all inhibitions. 

She whispered, “You were wonderful, darling.” 
He was instantly on guard. “You’re not kidding?” 
“Of course not, silly. Did I act as if I were? What 

did you think of me?” 
He was a long time answering. “I wasn’t thinking 

_exactly. I guess you made me feel as though I’d en¬ 
tered a new world—a wonderful world—” 

Gloria hugged him tightly to her. “That’s a lovely 
thing to say—and in a way it’s true of both of us.” 

“You, too? But you’ve got a husband—” 
“I know, but sometimes a husband isn’t every¬ 

thing_” She tried to explain about Thome and how 
she felt—how she had felt that afternoon before he 
left. “Sometimes, after they’re married, people dis¬ 
cover things about each other they never knew 
before.” 
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“You’ve stopped loving him?’’ 
“I don’t know,” Gloria answered truthfully. “Right 

now I’m glad he isn’t here and that you are.” 
Dave kissed her. “It’s good to hear you say that 

Gloria?” 
“Yes.” 
“I want you again.” 
“I’m glad, Dave.” 
“But first I want to tell you something—something 

I learned about just this evening.” Quickly he told 
her about Marie and Marie’s unsuccessful attempt to 
seduce him. 

“The little slut—I’ll scratch her eyes out,” Gloria 
interrupted him toward the end. 

“That’s not the point,” Dave said seriously. “But 
she said something about my being a sissy—about 
something being wrong with me.” 

“You poor boy,” Gloria said. “Is that why you came 
back? To prove there was nothing wrong with you?” 

“Not exactly,” Dave said slowly. “I didn’t know my 
coming back would prove anything. Anything, that 
is, that I didn’t already know.” 

“And what was that?” 
“That I love you.” 
“Hush, darling. You mustn’t say that.” 
“I wouldn’t have—if you hadn’t told me how you 

felt about your husband. And about being glad he 
isn’t here.” 

Damn it, Gloria thought. Having Dave actually in 
love with her could be a complication. Yet in a sense 
she wanted him to be—it would be characteristic of 
him and she should have anticipated the contingency. 

“Hush,” she said again. “I don’t think either of us 
knows exactly how we feel—” 

“I do,” he said and kissed her again. 
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Suddenly uneasy, she only half-pretended to 
protest, but he was the aggressor now, knowing what 
he wanted and determined to get it. Their struggle 
turned into a playful wrestling match. 

“Hey—what time is it?” he asked suddenly. 
“Two-thirty.” 
He looked down at her. “We don’t have much time. 

I’d better get out of here before people start waking 
up. Not for my sake, but yours.” 

She had fought him, resisted him—now, suddenly, 
she could not bear the thought of his leaving. 

“Dave—” she breathed. 
And they made love again. 
This time their embrace lasted longer. There was 

little of the fumbling that had marked Dave’s first 
effort and though much of the newness and spon¬ 
taneity remained in their mating he had learned to 
anticipate and take his pleasure in hers. They loved 
to exhaustion ... 

Dawn was a ghost in the sky when Dave finally 
rose to dress. He had said nothing further about 
loving her—there had been no need to. She had read 
the emotion in his eyes, in his caresses—she was far 
less sure of her own emotions and had, at least tem¬ 
porarily, put aside her worry. 

They kissed tenderly before he left, like long-time 

lovers. 
“When will I see you again?” she asked, her arms 

around his neck, her eyes looking up into his. ^ 
“In two minutes if you don’t stop teasing me,” 

he said, full of new self-assurance. 
“It’s nearly dawn.” 
“Yes, I know. I’ll have to be up and at the pool in 

a couple of hours.” 
“You’d better get some rest,” she laughed. 
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“You’re telling me. When will you be up?” 
“Around two in the afternoon is my guess. I have 

to recuperate, you know.” 
“I thought women weren’t supposed to get tired ” 
“Who ever told you that?” 
“I read about it.” 
“Did the books ever tell you what women do when 

they’re very satisfied?” 
“No.” 

They curl up with a smile on their lips and go to 
sleep.” 

“Is that what you’re going to do? 
“You bet.” 
“Gloria—tell me the truth. Was I all right?” He 

grinned in embarrassment. 
You re a good lover, a marvelous lover. You’re 

young, healthy, good-looking, and not afraid to give 
of yourself. The last is most important to a woman.” 

She kissed him lightly. 
“Good night, Gloria.” 
“Good night, Dave.” 

The next few days went by quickly—yet to Dave 
they seemed to be loaded with events and even¬ 
tualities. He and Gloria continued their affair and the 
secrecy had him on edge. He spent his hours away 
from her in planning when and how he could be alone 
with her. The surrounding countryside offered an ex¬ 
cuse for walks and explorations. They roamed the 
woods holding hands, picking wildflowers and tak¬ 
ing full advantage of nature’s privacy for ecstatic 
moments of forbidden fulfillment. 

The times Gloria visited the pool during Dave’s 
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tours of duty were touch-and-go. Dave found he had 
to watch himself every instant. Gloria was not above 
teasing him while pretending to take swimming les¬ 
sons and often Dave found it difficult not to betray 
their off-hours intimacy. 

By and large, no one seemed to suspect anything. 
Even the scandal-seeking eyes of Stu Millard seemed 
to miss the significance of Dave’s long rides with 
Gloria—Stu seemed to assume that Hal Rogers’ son 
was simply being nice to a well-heeled guest. And at 
the nightly dances Gloria managed to cover up by 
flirting with Dave jokingly, teasingly, before both 
the other guests and Dave’s father. Sometimes she 
was so convincing that even Dave believed their 
romance was a gag—on such nights, when they met 
in Gloria’s room after the dance, he took savage 
pleasure demonstrating to her otherwise. 

One thing conspired in their favor—they enjoyed 
each other’s company. At a summer resort people 
were supposed to have fun. Other guests were enjoy¬ 
ing each others’ company in much the same way, on 
the surface, at least. Taronga Lodge was a place 
where people came together to relax. 

One rainy afternoon Dave’s duties at the pool were 
suspended. He ran into Gloria in the lobby after 

lunch. 
He said. “I’ve got nothing to do. How about going 

off some place with me?” 
“In the rain?” 
“Why not? You’ve got a raincoat, haven t you? 
“Sure.” She smiled. “All right. Wait for me at the 

usual place. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” 
“Fine,” Dave said. She was wearing a playsuit. He 

added: “Come just as you are.” 
Dave went out. The warm summer rain lashed his 
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face, drummed against his raincoat. He took a trail 
skirting the golf course, then angling away sharply. 
It was joined by a wooded path which circled the 
lodge and Dave waited at the crossing, Gloria, having 
taken the circular path, joined him in a half-hour. 

She kissed him. 
The rain was coming down heavily but the day was 

warm. A slight mist hung over the grass and the 
trees like a thin veil. The woods were lonely and in¬ 
finitely peaceful—not even animals stirred. 

Dave said, “How about going swimming?” 
She smiled, made a face. “Swimming? Why bring 

me here if we’re going back to the pool?” 
“Who said the only place to swim around here is 

the Taronga Lodge pool?” 
Gloria clapped her hands. “You’re right There’s 

the waterfall up the hill.” 
“Good thinking.” 
“But you should have warned me. I didn’t bring 

my suit” 
“You won’t need one.” He grinned, pointed up the 

trail. “We’ll go thataway.” 
Gloria laughed and began to run. Following her, 

Dave noted how light and free she looked, skipping 
over the leaves in her wet sneakers. She looks so 
young, he thought, just like a kid, just like a teen¬ 
age girl... 

Yet he knew perfectly well that she was no teen¬ 
age girl. He knew that she was a married woman, 
whose husband would soon be coming back to claim 
her. Nor was she young, except perhaps, in spirit 
There was a maturity to the body he knew so well. 
She did not look as Cindy had the night he had seen 
her naked—Dave dismissed the thought quickly, as 
he always did whenever it popped into his mind. 
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Gloria ran on and he followed. Finally they came to 
the small waterfall, hidden among rocks and trees. 
The place was completely deserted, curiously virginal 
in the rain. They stood beside the pool under the fa , 
wiping their faces and catching their breaths. The 
eddying water was some twenty feet across. The 
boulders bounding it were worn smooth and glistened 
in the spray and rain. . . _ 

Dave took off his raincoat and stood in his i- 
shirt and wet slacks. “Let’s go in,” he said. 

“Sure.” Gloria smiled, reached under her raincoat. 
She slipped out of her shorts and halter, took off the 
raincoat and wrapped them in it. 

She stood facing Dave and laughing, wearing 
nothing. Rain splashed on her breasts and shoulders, 
dripped down her stomach and thighs in streaming 

rivulets. _ . , , 
Dave caught his breath. The sight of Gloria, naked, 

still had the power to make his throat contract and 
his eyes smart. She was beautiful, there was no doubt 
about that. Even with her hair hanging wet and limp 
down her cheeks and on her shoulders, she was 

lovely. , ... , 
In a moment he was naked too, and they held each 

other in a wet grasp and kissed passionately. Without 
breaking their kiss, he took her into the swirling 
water—they stumbled in and sank. 

He brought her up sputtering. 
“Hey!” she said. “Why didn’t you tell me the 

water was so deep?” 
He laughed. “Why should you worry—I m here. 

Let’s have a lesson.” 
The water was cold and clear and they splashed 

about like children. Dave towed her across the pool 
several times and a couple of times he took her down. 
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She clung to him and squealed each time they came 
up. 

After a while he asked, “How would you like to go 
behind the waterfall?” 

“I’m game. What’s behind the waterfall?” 
“Nothing. Just a little space. But it’s nice because 

'you can look at the water from behind.” 
“Okay. Lead the way.” 
He waded over, pulling her after him, until they 

were just a few inches away from the bottom of the 
waterfall. “Now take a big breath,” he said, “and 
relax. I’ll pull you over to the other side.” 

She nodded, inhaled deeply and followed him. 
The back of the waterfall was smooth and almost 

white—the rock behind it black and glistening with 
spray. Under the rock was a ledge about four feet 
across and seven or eight feel long, covered with 
rich green moss. 

“Beautiful,” Gloria said. 
“Yes. I used to come here years ago.” 
“Alone?” 
“Yes.” 

“I believe you,” Gloria said. “Because if you had 
been here with a girl, you would have lost your 
virginity a long time ago. That mossy ledge over here 
looks very inviting, don’t you think? Irresistible, I’d 
say.” She smiled warmly at him. 

He carried her to the ledge and they wrapped 
themselves up in each other in a matter of seconds. 
The animal sounds of their mounting delight were 
swallowed up by the soft roar of the waterfall, beat¬ 
ing relentlessly down on the rocks underneath. 

This was wild, untamed love. None of the sounds 
of civilization, the creaking of springs, the rustle of 
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sheets, the thump of a bedboard banging against a 
wall, disturbed their lovemaking. They grappled at 
each other wetly, writhing like underwater creatures. 

That night, as they danced together in the main 
lounge, Gloria was not her usual, flippant self. Dur¬ 
ing that first number, she said, “I think I’ll go up to 
my room right after this.” 

“Do you want me to come up?” 
“Yes. But wait at least an hour, will you?” 
“Okay.” . . 
She walked away as soon as the music stopped. 

Dave wandered around the lounge, greeting people 
and chatting, looking at his watch repeatedly. The 
hour seemed interminable to him. 

Later, in Gloria’s room, after they had made love 
again and were lying next to each other in the after- 
math of pleasure, they were both silent. 

Gloria was the first to speak. “Dave? 
“Yes?” 
“What are you thinking?” 
“About how nice you are.” 
“Thank you.” Another silence fell on them, heavy 

and disquieting. 
“Dave?” she said again. 
“Yes?” 
“I think Thome is coming back soon.” 
“I wondered when we’d get around to that. ^ 
“Well, we had to get around to it sooner or later.” 
“That’s tniG.” 
“What do you think?” she asked, slightly fright¬ 

ened at the prospect. 
“What can I think? I don’t want him back. 
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The silence came again, this time lasting longer 
than before. What am I going to do? she thought 
Thorne’s my husband. He’s the one I really want. It’s 
absurd to think that this relationship with Dave 
could last longer than the time it already has. But 
how can I break it off? I can’t just say to Dave, “Go 
away, I don’t want you any more.” I don’t want to 
hurt him ... 

“I’d better be on my way,” said Dave suddenly, in¬ 
tuitively aware of the run of her thoughts. 

“Yes. I guess you’re right,” she said. 
He dressed and left after kissing her good night. 
Gloria was alone again with her mounting sense 

of guilt The evening had not been completely routine. 
She had overheard a couple of old biddies whisper¬ 
ing behind her back. Most of the guests, she was sure, 
had no inkling of what had been going on between her 
and Dave, but these two had whispered something 
about her always being with the young Rogers boy 
and did it not seem odd that she had danced with so 
few others since her husband had left? 

Suspicion. 
The birth of rumor. 
Adultery—what an ugly word that was, Gloria 

thought. Was adultery ever justifiable? No—she 
could not justify her actions no matter what she told 
herself. She ought to have found some other way out 
of her troubles—not unfaithfulness. Maybe she 
should have spoken to Thome, told him how she felt. 
Though, remembering the afternoon more than a 
week ago when Thome had left, she wondered if talk¬ 
ing would have done any good. Thome had been so 
cold. 

Not like Dave. 
Adultery. The big A. Unfaithful once in ten years. 
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At least only with one guy. More than once, though. 
Dave. Young, silly Dave. He would be quite a man 
some day. Quite a man for someone else. 

Suppose Thome continued to be cold, continued to 
be his old self. What should she do then? Have more 
lovers—more Daves? There were plenty of available 
young men in New York who would be glad to help 
a girl out. And then? Some day Thorne would find 
out and she would be given her walking papers. 

Adultery. 
And what about Dave? She would tell him to¬ 

morrow everything was over. But why should it be 
all over? Because the old biddies were already talk¬ 
ing and tomorrow they would talk even more. They 
would probably even speak to Hal Rogers. 

No—impossible. No one would tell Hal. It would be 
too stupid. Just too stupid. 

Far into the night, Gloria’s mind went over the 
possible consequences—or the lack of them—of her 
affair with Dave. The future did not seem too prom¬ 
ising—except in complications. 

Thou shalt not commit adultery... it said so in the 
Book. It said so everywhere else, too. In movies, in 
most literature. People were always doing it but 
everyone made sure that they were told that they 
should not be doing it. And that they would feel 
guilty—that they would always feel guilty. 

Oh, Dave, she thought. Dave, Dave . . . 

Dave lay in his bed staring at the ceiling. Thome 
would be back tomorrow. Big deal. What do you 
think? Gloria had asked. What was there to think 
about? I lost my virginity and it happened to be to 

97 



FEVER IN THE SUN 

another man’s wife. What’s he going to do when he 
finds out? Beat me up? I can take him—he’s not that 
big. Besides, its probably not the first time she’s 
cheated on him. I don’t think it is, anyway . .. 

People are beginning to notice, too. My old man_ 
“Dave, I think you’re neglecting some of the guests 
for Gloria Logan’s benefit. Now, don’t get me wrong, 
son. I don’t mean anything by that . . . Try to 
circulate a little bit more with the other guests. Like 
I do, you know? It’s good business...” 

Yeah, good business. 
Dad, I’ve been making love to Gloria Logan for 

more than a week. Yeah. Day and night. How about 
that? Love. I love you, Gloria. No, that doesn’t sound 
right. I don’t love you, Gloria, but I respect you. 
That’s not right, either, but I’m grateful to you. You 
made a man out of me... 

And now that he was a man, Dave could be more 
objective about his feelings. It was Cindy he wanted 
to love. Cindy the lesbian? No. Cindy the beautiful, 
with the round white breasts ... 

Cindy. 
I haven’t thought of Cindy for a long time. She 

looked good today in the dining room. 
Cindy... 

For the first time since coming to work at the 
lodge, Marie Carson found herself with an unpleasant 
companion in her cabin. 

The companion was herself. Marie was surprised 
to discover that she no longer had a taste for being 
alone. 

Through the cabin window, she saw a low-hanging 
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moon in the pine tree. The moon was keeping her 
awake. She wished she were in a city where lights 
could be turned off. She once had liked the moon but 
year in, year out, the damned thing never changed. 

The thought of fixing herself a drink was loath¬ 
some to her. She had fixed too many pairs of drinks 
in this cabin, one for herself, one for the man of the 
moment, whoever he might be. For Marie, drinking 
was part of a job. 

She turned on the ceiling light, giving up the effort 
to sleep, and tried reading the text on American 
history she had promised herself she would finish 
before the summer ended. The words hurt her, made 
her angry at she knew not what or whom. 

Maybe she had not been as smart as she thought, 
picking this special way of paying next year’s tuition. 
Marie liked to shock, to flaunt. She had told her 
classmates in the spring, while they discussed 
summer jobs, “I’ve got the best one of all lined up.” 

“Really?” they had asked one by one, in various 
ways. “What are you going to do, Marie?” 

One of them was going to sell in a department store 
during the summer. Another expected to be a coun¬ 
selor at a children’s camp. A third had an office job, 
filing inventory reports. 

All of them said, “What will you do, Marie?” 
“I will be a whore,” she had said. 
Maybe they had believed her, maybe not. 
They had all laughed nervously and changed the 

subject. And no one had gone to the dean of women 
to suggest that Marie Carson was talking oddly and 
might need help. 

So here she was, a whore. 
With almost no one laughing nervously about it, 

or being shocked. 
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When no one was shocked at what you did, half the 
fun was gone. 

She walked out of the cabin into the balmy summer 
night, kicked a pebble. The sound echoed mildly in 
the moonlight. She noticed that fifty yards away an¬ 
other light burned. The lighted cabin was Anita 
Lindquist’s. 

What was the big Swede doing? Practicing calis¬ 
thenics? Thinking big, noble, Nordic thoughts? 

Maybe Anita could be shocked. Maybe if she 
shocked someone, Marie thought irritably, she would 
be content and able to sleep. 

She knocked at Anita’s door. A moment later, a 
husky female voice, containing nothing of surprise, 
invited her to enter. 

Marie walked in. Anita nodded, not even looking up 
from the work on the table in front of her. Marie 
came closer, asked curiously, “What are you making 
—splinters?” 

Anita raised her fair head and smiled. “Of course 
not. I’m carving a set of chessmen. I’m an excellent 
woodworker. These will be lovely—and valuable.” 

Marie touched one of the small figures. In spite of 
herself, she was impressed. “These are good,” she ad¬ 
mitted, “once you know what they’re meant to be. 
It must be wonderful to make things with your hands. 
I wish I could. All I ever had was a brain—or so I 
thought. Now I’m not even sure of that.” 

Anita laughed. “You also have a body. As every¬ 
one at the lodge has commented—what’s wrong? 
Nervous?” 

“As a cat,” Marie said. 
Anita stood, stretched her arms. She was wearing 

a tailored shirt, a pair of denim shorts that showed 
large areas of creamy-gold skin. “Poor child. Let me 
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massage your shoulders a little. You’ll feel much 

better.” 
“Sounds wonderful.” Marie accepted the offer. 
She flung herself across Anita’s bed, let the big 

calm confident hands knead the back of her neck 
while the husky voice soothed her irritable spirits. 

“Hey,” she commented drowsily. “This is swell. 
Thanks.” 

Anita laughed wonderfully. “You’re just a little 
tiger kitten, Marie. A curly little kitten with no one 
to pet you the way you want to be petted.” 

“I am?” Marie said. 
Gradually she realized that more than her back 

was being rubbed. And then Anita was beside her, 
caressing her, reaching into wellsprings of her being 
that Marie had never known to exist. 

Somewhere inside her, Marie felt a frozen core of 
bitterness dissolving and flowing away, leaving her 
happy and warm and calm. She held Anita s big 
beautiful body close to her own, her arms hungry 
and possessive, while lovely erotic thrills coursed 
through her such as no man had ever roused. She 
heard herself whisper, “Thank you. Thank you ever 
so much—I like this. I need this. Do I love you—of 
do I only think I love you?” 

“Don’t think, little kitten,” the other woman 
murmured. “All you have to do is hold me.” 

Neither of them heard the movement at the 
window until it was too late. 
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CINDY was having problems of her own. The past 
few days had been disturbing. They had also been 
days of discovery. Discovery and disturbance went 
hand in hand, she thought. People told you that there 
was no substitute for experience—you had to learn 
the hard way. Then they turned around and told 
you that curiosity killed the cat. 

It made Cindy uneasy to realize that she had spent 
the past few days in the intimate company of a 
lesbian. Did that make her a lesbian, too? Was she 
queer, twisted? Why had she opened herself to an 
unnatural experience while remaining closed to 
others? Anita, that bitch, Cindy thought angrily. 
Feeding me this line about love and faithfulness— 
and then I find her in bed with that crummy 
waitress... 

Discovery and disturbance. 
It had always been upsetting to Cindy to find out 
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things. Ever since she could remember, her dreams 
had been shattered by reality, flung down from the 
high purity of her Cloud Nine into the sewer of 
the world. 

Life was dirty. That first unsettling finding had 
come about quite accidentally and early in Cindy’s 
childhood. Her father, a prosperous manufacturer 
who owned a large factory near Boston, had been 
called up after the war on a charge of malicious 
negligence. Some of the parts he had manufactured 
for the military had been faulty; it was claimed that 
he had been responsible for unnecessary deaths of 
servicemen overseas. 

Her father had been innocent, of course, Cindy 
had once been sure. He had told her he had been 
framed, that signatures had been forged on certain 
inspection slips. Cindy had believed him when he 
told her that someone had to be the scapegoat and 
that he had been chosen by accident. She had believed 
him when he told her that he was a great patriot. And 
she had believed him when he told her about America, 
motherhood, and virtue. 

But he had been proved guilty beyond the slightest 
shadow of a doubt—so that even she knew that he had 
lied to her. 

And her mother. Cindy’s mother had told her that 
her father was always honest, always upright, and 
that both she and Cindy should love him even while 
he was away in jail. 

But before long Cindy’s mother had a lover. Soon 
she had another. Then there were more lovers—all 
over the place. 

Boarding school had been a relief after these 
domestic experiences. The school was one of the 
most exclusive and Cindy had been happy because 
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not many demands had been made on her—just that 
she behave, have good manners, dress neatly and 
keep good posture. Also, Cindy had liked her English 
teacher, a kind middle-aged woman who used to 
speak about Alice in Wonderland and Don Juan 
with joy. Miss Whelan had spent a lot of time talk¬ 
ing about life and how beautiful it was. Cindy had 
believed that life could be beautiful—that she should 
forget about her hate for her mother and father and 
learn to love the world she lived in—until Miss 
Whelan had been found hanging from a ceiling beam 
in her room, a suicide note in her hand. The note had 
explained nothing. No one had been able to figure out 
why Miss Whelan should have wanted to die—why 
someone who obviously loved life, poetry, and genius 
as much as she did should have wanted to kill herself. 
No one had known the answer—least of all Cindy 
Hamilton. 

And then had come college. Cindy had liked that 
one boy so much—and he had tried drunkenly to 
rape her. 

And now Anita. She remembered that first night 
vaguely. She had had more to drink than she was used 
to. She had been bitter about men—about Stu and 
Dave specifically. She had danced with Anita and 
found herself sexually aroused to an unprecedented 
pitch. Anita had made love to her, ravishing her 
virgin body. She had been forced to respond. She had 
not been able to help herself. Her nerves had preceded 
her consciousness in accepting the inevitable—and 
she had enjoyed it. 

The fact that Anita was a woman had not bothered 
her at the time. At least with Anita she was not risk¬ 
ing pregnancy. And she had to admit that the expe¬ 
rience had left her a virgin and thus respectable. 
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Anita had talked to her far into the night, initiat¬ 
ing her in the ways of lesbian love. She had believed 
it when Anita told her that men were cruel, insensi¬ 
tive and animalistic. She had believed it when softly 
told that a woman’s love for another was pure and 
beautiful, that a woman’s love for another was deep, 
tender and even more natural than any other—that 
it was honest and always faithful. 

A solemn promise. , 
Anita had not had too much to say when Cindy had 

walked in on her making love to someone else. 
Another unsettling discovery. 
What else? Stu Millard? He was hardly worth a 

thought except for his tongue. Imagine his gall going 
around saying that he had made love to her. Well, he 
could not really be expected to say that she had kneed 
him in the groin. 

Who was left? Dave. Dave Rogers. She liked Dave. 
She had always liked him. She had gotten mad at 
him at the pool because the incident had reminded 
her of the drunken rape attempt. Of another boy at 
another time. She had not been entirely fair to Dave, 
she realized now. He had never told her any lies, 
never built up any of her fantasies. On the contrary, 
he had just told her that he liked her, that he liked 
to be with her. She could even understand why he had 
yelled at her and accused her of being a tramp, in 
view of what Stu had been up to. 

She knew what it was to believe a lie. A falsehood 
was sometimes easier to believe than the truth. Both 
the truth and lies could be equally unpleasant. 

Dave was a nice boy. Maybe he would listen and 
try to understand if she explained to him what 
she was really like, what she thought and felt, what 
she had been through in her short life. Maybe he 
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would believe her then. She would never let him 
down. She knew how a let-down felt—knew too well. 

Yes, what Dave had to offer was what she really 
needed. Not a drunken juvenile or a jaded old romeo 
who posed as a riding instructor. Not a cheating 
lesbian, for sure. 

She needed an honest young man and if he were 
good-looking, so much the better. She needed some¬ 
one who wanted to understand, someone whom she 
could trust and love, and maybe even lose her 
virginity to—what did she need virginity for after 
what she had been through? What she needed more 
was a full and wholesome relationship and if it had 
to be based on sex, then it would be. Period. 

She wondered whether Dave would understand, 
and whether he still liked her as much as he had said 
he did. She pictured herself talking to him—later 
they would probably laugh at how silly they had 
been. 

Maybe he would take her into his arms and kiss 
her—and touch her breasts. Yes, he probably would. 
But he would not push and hurt like the others. He 
would be gentle. He had been gentle at the pool, but 
she had been reacting to someone else. 

Eventually he might make her discover real sex 
—sex between a man and a woman—and this time, 
she hoped, there would be no disturbance, no shat¬ 
tered dream, no ugliness. 

Only love. 
Cindy fell asleep thinking about love. And Dave. 

Hal Rogers kept several kinds of accounts concern¬ 
ing his Taronga Lodge. 
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He would have known to the last case of tomatoes, 
if someone had asked him in the middle of the night, 
how wen stocked his bar and kitchen were, how 
many sheets in the linen cabinets, how many due 
bills in the safe. Hal was astute at business. 

There was another kind of account, not as easy to 
pinpoint Hal advertised the lodge as a haven where 
the weary would find rest, the bored would find 
recreation and the skinny could develop muscles. 

A place for good clean wholesome outdoor fun tor 

the whole family. 
Hal damned well knew that the lodge was also a 

place where the young had been corrupted where 
marriages had been ruined and careers wrecked. He 
had not planned for such things to happen—m fact, 
he deplored them. But human beings, he had learned, 
could take any Eden and turn it into a replica of their 

private little hells. 
Usually he knew at a glance which of his guests 

would profit by their visit to the Catskills, which 
would make things even worse for themselves. 

When he did not know, he worried. 
He was worried these days about his own son. He 

longed to take the boy aside, to say to him, You’re a 
good kid, nothing wrong with you. Don’t try to com¬ 
pete with the bad ones... 

Hal liked to rise early, before the activities of staff 
and guest threw a camouflage of disorder over his 
clear picture of the lodge. As he looked over the din¬ 
ing room before six, he was surprised to find that he 
had a companion in the uniform of a lodge waitress. 

“You’re up early, Marie,” he said. “I know I ask 
you to put in long hours—but they don’t have to be 

this long.” ., ^ . 
Poor little bum, he thought without censure. What 
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would become of her? One thing—she was a good 
worker. 

Marie giggled. “I know, Mr. Rogers. I like to come 
around early and drink a gallon of coffee, sometimes, 
before the paying guests show up.” 

Because he hesitated to give fatherly advice to his 
son and because this girl was his son’s generation, Hal 
found himself transferring the advice to her. 

“In a place like this,” he said, “you have to be care¬ 
ful about those guests. You have to remember we’re 
open to the public—and that means strangers. Watch 
who you get involved with.” 

She looked at him first with blank amazement and 
then with irreverent delight. “That’s good advice,” 
she chortled, “except that I’m the public too—I’m a 
bad girl, Mr. Rogers, as you know damned well. 
Thanks very much for caring.” 

She excused herself and bounced away from him 
toward the kitchen, where the first urns of coffee 
were brewing. 
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Ten 

THE RESTAURANT had nice atmosphere, good 
furniture and a delicious cuisine. Thome Logan 
enjoyed all three, but mostly these served as back¬ 
drop for wheeling and dealing with his companion of 
the moment. The game usually was bigger than the 
friendly card sessions at Taronga Lodge, but Thome 
wore the same poker face. . 

Actually, tonight, his mind was not on business. 
His dinner partner was a man known as B. S. Brown, 
a burly financier from Kansas who had made a 
fortune in government surplus grain storage and was 
looking for new fields of investment. Governments 
were his specialty and mostly he was pumping 
Thorne for information on the latter’s extensive 

holdings abroad. 
Thome’s noncommittal attitude had Brown nerv¬ 

ous. “Can’t you give me more details?” he asked 
almost plaintively. “Hell; man, I’m from Kansas. I 
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do” * even kn0W where Paraguay is, for chrissake.” 
Thorne gave up. “Look it up on the map,” he said 

signaled for the waiter and signed the check. “Sorry,’ 
Brown, I don’t run a school or a guided tour. I’ve got 
to go now. We’ll get together on this again when your 
plans have jelled. ” 

He stood up. Briefly it occurred to him that he 
must have lost his mind—under normal condi¬ 
tions he would have cultivated Brown and worked 
out a way to separate the man from his millions 
or put those millions to work for himself. But condi¬ 
tions were not normal. His stay in New York had 
become longer than he had intended. He had expected 
to finish his business in two or three days at the most, 
get back to the lodge. But one thing had led to 
another, meeting had piled upon meeting and Brown 
with his unproductive fumblings for information was 
simply the last straw. Thorne had needed a vacation 
before he and Gloria had gone to Taronga Lodge_ 
he still needed one. 

Brown said, “Now, just a minute—” He stood up 
also, put a hand on Thorne’s arm. “Let’s not go away 
mad. All right, I admit I’ve been pumping you, but 
I didn’t make my money rushing into things.” 

“I can see that,” Thome admitted. He glanced at 
his watch. There was a train to Taronga Lodge in 
about two hours. Over the past few nights he had 
grown familiar with the schedule—each day he had 
hoped to tie up the loose ends and go back. For some 
reason the thought of Gloria nagged him, too, as it 
had not in years. He had phoned her not to expect 
him in until the next day, but he was growing 
anxious. 

He was dimly aware of Brown continuing to mas¬ 
sage his arm. 
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“But the money’s there,” Brown was saying. 
“What I mean is, I’ve got it and from what they tell 
me around town, you’re the man to handle it for me. 
That is, if you want to.” 

A small warning bell rang through Thome’s pre¬ 
occupation. Perhaps the fleeting thought of Gloria 
had touched some chord of normalcy in him. A wife 
like Gloria did not come to a man cheaply—she was 
an expensive taste like all his other expensive tastes. 
Like the apartment he shared with her, like his office, 
even like his relaxations and places like Taronga 
Lodge. Perhaps he should not be turning away money 
such as Brown controlled. 

“Of course I want to,” he told Brown, forcing a 
smile. “Whenever you’re ready to put it to work, you 
let me know.” 

Brown patted his arm. “No more business then. 
I can see we’re not quite ready for each other. But 
I’ve planned a little party tonight—no reason we 
can’t get better acquainted and have a little fun 
doing it. What do you say, man?” 

Thorne considered. Brown’s tone was jovial but his 
eyes were cold, alert with a lurking suspicion that 
Thorne realized was part of the man. A rebuff now 
and Brown and his millions would forever be fright¬ 
ened away. 

Thome sighed. “I can stop by for a few minutes,” 
he said grudgingly. “If we hurry.” He thought with¬ 
out conviction that he might still make his train. 
Actually, he sensed, he had lost the battle again. 

“Great,” Brown said enthusiastically. “We’ll grab 
a taxi... promise you you won’t be sorry—” 

Thome let himself be led outside. The restaurant 
doorman hailed a cab and Thome got in, followed by 
the still babbling Brown. Brown paused long enough 
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to give the driver instructions, then went right on 
assailing Thorne with his hopes that the two of them 
might in time become fast fast friends and business 
associates. 

Thorne doubted both eventualities, but he was 
barely listening. Now that his trip back to the lodge 
was once again threatened, he found his thoughts 
returning to Gloria. She was both the reason for his 
wanting to go back and, paradoxically, the reason— 
or one of the reasons—he delayed. Their life together 
had been a solid one, on the whole successful, as had 
been most of the facets of existence Thorne had 
tackled. But lately she had been acting a little 
queerly and Thorne could guess at the reason. 

They had been married for ten years and their 
union was childless, largely according to plan— 
though there had been a few instances, particularly 
during the early years, when they had been reckless. 
While Thome was fairly certain that Gloria, no more 
than himself, had any pressing need for children, 
nevertheless the fruitlessness of those ten years had 
probably woven some subtle threads through Gloria’s 
thoughts. He knew that he himself had experienced 
a certain pointlessness in his daily existence, par¬ 
ticularly at home, and that the feeling had driven him 
to exert himself more creatively in business. And 
Gloria, he admitted, had no outside interest into 
which she could channel her drives, as he was able 
to do. 

But had this caused him to neglect some of his 
husbandly chores? Not too badly, he reasoned, re¬ 
membering that Gloria had wanted to make love to 
him in the few moments before he had left the lodge 
to come to New York. Or had the request itself been 
a danger signal—had there been a quality of despera- 
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tion in her attitude? The afternoon came back to him 
vividly. He remembered his own urgency to be back 
in New York, the hurried satisfaction of Gloria’s 
wants—but he had satisfied them. 

He had always satisfied them. He had given her a 
fine home, the best dresses, good cars. What more 
did any woman want? All right, maybe one other 
thing—sex—but he had supplied that, too, a good 
deal more profusely than many husbands. He had 
bowed to the demands of her amorous drives. 

Or had he? Had he always known they existed. If 
she had not come right out and asked him in so many 
words, would he have even known she had wanted 
sex on the afternoon of his departure? 

Unaccustomed tensions were building up in Thome 
Logan. That fateful afternoon, exemplifying their 
divergent drives, kept nagging at his mind. He would 
not have been as successful in life had he not had and 
trusted his intuitive judgments of people—he would 
not have won Gloria in the first place if he had not 
known and understood her almost from the first 
moment of their meeting. And now he had left her 
alone in the instant of their rift, if rift it had been— 
and there was no telling how far the gap had widened 
during his absence. 

He ought to get back to the lodge. 
On the other hand, why get worked up about it? 

What good would that do? 
Hell, he had to relax. He had to endure the society 

of B. S. Brown a little longer, so that they might get 
to know each other better—the better to skin each 
other out of their wordly goods. He was doing this 
as much for Gloria as for himself. 

She liked nice things. 
And he liked to give them to her. 
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Was that bad? 
The cab stopped. Brown got out, paid the driver. 

Thome followed him into a plush apartment house 
lobby and they took a silent elevator to one of the 
upper floors. Brown punched a doorbell in a small, 
semiprivate foyer, shared, evidently, by one other 
apartment holder. 

The door opened. A startling blonde gestured them 
in—she was startling much in the same way Gloria 
was startling as a redhead. Her blondness compelled 
attention—as did her bust, belly, thighs, legs and 
arms, all exquisitely proportioned and not too hidden 
by a decolletage sheath. Her face was wise and well- 
formed, her eyes knowing—so much so that Thome 
felt a pang of guilt as he entered the apartment She 
seemed to have known him always. 

The blonde shifted her attention to B. S. Brown, 
who was dogging Thome’s heels. “You must be Mr. 
Brown,” she said, gesturing again. “Come in, honey, 
we’ve been expecting you. And introduce me to your 
friend.” 

Brown complied. The blonde’s name turned out to 
be Sally-Jo. Sounds of a party came from the depths 
of the apartment—talk, laughter, the clink of glasses, 
soft throb of music. Thome and Brown were ushered 
into a huge living room. 

There was a party going on, all right. Various 
middle-aged males lounged on plush, modernistic 
furniture, deeply engrossed in conversation with an 
array of buxom, glamorous females. There must 
have been about a dozen couples. 

Brown led Thome to a comer bar, made perfunc¬ 
tory introductions, accepted a drink. Thorne asked 
for a scotch. He sipped the liquor reflectively, won¬ 
dering why he had been brought there. The apart- 
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ment obviously was not Brown’s, though he seemed 
to know most of the people present. In a few mo¬ 
ments Sally-Jo approached them, accompanied by a 
gorgeous redhead. 

But not in Gloria’s class, Thome decided. After 
some small talk, Brown went off with the blonde and 
Thome was left with the redhead. 

“I didn’t get your name, honey,” she said. “Mind 
repeating it?” 

“Thome. Yours?” 
“Rita.” 
“That’s nice.” 
Rita sidled up to him and took a sip out of his drink. 

Thome noticed that her hair was redder than 
Gloria’s, obviously dyed. 

“Do you work for B.S.?” Rita asked, making small 
talk. 

“Hardly.” Thome smiled. “We may do business. 
I’m my own man.” 

“That must be nice. Do you have lots of money, like 
B.S.?” 

“Enough.” 
“Silly,” Rita said. “Nobody ever has enough. Not 

even B.S.” 
She was right, of course, Thome reflected, but he 

insisted, smiling, “I’ve enough for tonight.” 
“Then why the long face? Why no smiles? Am I 

ugly or something?” 
“No. You’re very pretty.” 
“Gee, thanks, handsome. Then what’s wrong?” 
“Why should something be wrong? Just because 

I’m not undressing you right here something has to 
be wrong?” The drink had sharpened Thorne’s irrita¬ 
tion. 

“Okay, okay. Don’t get sore, sweetheart. A girl has 
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to talk to make a living.” She studied him ap¬ 
praisingly. “How about looking around, huh? What 
do you say?” 

“Okay. You lead the way.” 
Rita steered him out of the living room. Thome 

found himself in a long hallway. She opened a door 
and pushed him through it, followed him and closed 
the door. 

“What is this?” 
“I wanted you to notice me, handsome, so here we 

are.” 

“So we are. Now let’s go out again.” 
With his mind on Gloria, he found the redhead an 

irritant. He glanced around the room, taking in the 
large bed and soft lighting. When he looked at the girl 
again, she was edging closer to him. He moved away 
from her. 

“Come on, honey,” Rita murmured. “Be friendly. 
Stop thinking about business. And don’t worry_I’ve 
already been paid for the night, so you don’t have 
anything to lose—not even money.” Her arms twined 
around his neck. 

Yes—perhaps he should stop thinking about busi¬ 
ness. He did not belong here, in this apartment, with 
an obvious call girl. Even Marie Carson, up at the 
lodge, had shown more originality than Rita. 

Rita whispered, “I bet you’re thinking of your wife. 
Am I right, honey?” 

“I wasn’t—but I am now.” 
He thought about Gloria. His mind leaped back to 

the party where he had met her—a big, beautiful girl 
whose tastes and interests had, from the start, 
paralleled his own. They had made it to bed that first 
evening, somewhat to the surprise of both—but the 
surprise had been pleasant 
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The subsequent years had seemed to pass quickly. 
Gloria had continued to be almost all he had wanted 
in a woman. There had been a few episodes similar 
to his night with Marie, but these had been infre¬ 
quent and meaningless as far as Thome himself was 
concerned. 

His business had picked up. He and Gloria had 
moved into bigger and better apartments, had enter¬ 
tained more. Mostly for business reasons. She had 
made an excellent hostess. 

“You’re ruining my ego.” Rita was saying. “I 
haven’t had a guy hold out on me this long in years. 
Come on, get with it, baby.” 

Her fingers were rubbing the back of his neck, her 
thighs pressing, rolling against his smoothly, bent on 
excitement. Her eyes were fixed on his, half-closed 
in anticipation and hope, her lips parted, ready to 
meet his whenever he chose. 

Oh, baby, he thought. If you were only half as sexy 
as Gloria I’d boff you right on the rug... 

“Rita,” he said, his hands tightening on her arms. 
“Yes?” she murmured. 
“Come off it.” 
“Off what?” 
“The sex act, baby. It’s a flop.” 
“Well—a wise guy.” 
“You’re ridiculous, Rita.” 
“And you’re no man.” 
“Easy, honey. There are plenty of other johns 

around this place. You don’t need me.” He walked 
toward the door. 

“Wait a minute—you can’t leave me like this,” she 
wailed. 

He opened the door and looked out into the cor¬ 
ridor. The burly form of B. S. Brown was weaving 
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toward him. Brown saw Thome, grinned and waved. 
Thorne waited until the other was abreast of him, 
then gently nudged the older man into the room with 
Rita. 

“Here, Rita,” he said. “IVe just found you a lion. 
Enjoy yourself—you only live once.” He shut the 
door behind him and hurried away. 

The hell with them. 
Out in the street, he hailed a cab and went to his 

apartment for the night. Although he had once more 
missed his train back to the lodge, he had a sense of 
victory. 

Later, in bed, he thought about the evening again. 
He had almost surely lost any chance of doing busi¬ 
ness with B. S. Brown. So? Suppose he, Thome, did 
wind up with a little less money? Gloria would have 
to live with the fact. 

Maybe she would. He could have been wrong all 
these years, thinking he had to make a pile. She had 
never mentioned wanting more money. She had men¬ 
tioned wanting sex. 

He began to worry again. It was definitely a danger 
sign when a woman began to ask for it. Suppose she 
asked someone else. Why had he been so blind as not 
to see the obvious—at least on that afternoon of his 
departure from the lodge. 

Business! Why had he bothered so much? 
He set the alarm for early the next morning, so he 

could get up in time to catch the first train back to 
the lodge—and his wife. 

Before going to sleep, he remembered other times 
when he had disappointed Gloria. Once business had 
knocked out a visit to a deserted spot near the coast 
of Maine that Gloria had read about. And just this 
year he had postponed a trip to Greece at the last 
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minute because of conflicts in his business arrange¬ 
ments. Gloria had badly wanted to go. Even at the 
lodge he had left her alone while he played golf with 
potential business clients in the afternoon and poker 
in the evening. 

Tomorrow, he thought as he closed his eyes. To¬ 
morrow . .. 
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Eleven 

DAVE ROGERS felt surrounded. Cindy sat on the 
tiles at one end of the pool, Gloria at the other. Each 
was oblivious of the other. Both were concentrating 
on Dave, who was in the water, teaching a giggling, 
middle-aged matron to swim. Dave wanted to escape 
from all three, but where was there to go? 

Despite the fact that the sun was shining brightly 
his day seemed full of complications. He almost 
wished his problems were still as simple as they had 
been two weeks ago. Then all he had had to worry 
about had been the first test of his manhood. Now he 
had passed the test—with flying colors, Gloria had 
assured him—but what came next? Would he have to 
give up Gloria? How would he face Thome, knowing 
that they had both shared the same woman? When he 
had left Gloria the night before he had had some idea 
that as her husband was returning, their affair was 
over. There had even been some pleasure in their 
parting and certainly in the events just preceding it. 
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He had known a pang of melancholy but mingled with 
it had been feelings of freedom, of relief. For the 
first time since his affair with Gloria had begun, he 
had fallen asleep thinking of Cindy. 

He should have guessed things were never that 
easy. Seeing Gloria again this morning he had be¬ 
come aware of acute desire. And her eyes had held an 
unfathomable wonder, a questioning, as if she, too, 
were unsure of the future. What had she wanted— 
what did she want now, sitting at the pool, silently 
watching his every movement? Did she want what he 
also wanted despite the fact that Thome was coming 
back? 

The plump matron in Dave’s arms giggled breath¬ 
lessly. “Why, Dave—naughty, naughty!” she said and 
he realized that he was holding her as he had some¬ 
times held Gloria while teaching her when nobody 
was watching. He changed his grip hastily. 

He wanted to drown himself. At the pool’s edge, 
Gloria’s eyes had widened. She stood up suddenly and 
walked away. 

That left Cindy and the giggling matron who was 
now looking at him archly. Dave was disgusted. Was 
the world insane? 

“Confidence in the water is the main thing, Mrs. 
Eaton,” Dave said inanely. “Let’s try to float, this 
time. Relax—” 

She would not relax. She kept wriggling and 
squirming and smiling at him from her plump middle- 
aged face, her eyes asking. 

“You make it sound so—so easy, Davey,” she 
panted, her hands touching him, moving over his 
body in a bold caress. “It isn’t, you know. Now, you 
just hold me up—” 

Dave nearly let her go under. Cindy had not 
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moved from where she sat. She was smiling faintly, 
almost impishly. 

Dave helped Mrs. Eaton to the side of the pool. 
“Let’s call it a day, huh, Mrs. Eaton?” he said. 
“You’re doing fine.” 

Am I really, Davey?” She blinked at him rapidly. 
In a low voice she added: “I’m going straight up to 
my room. George is out on the golf course—he won’t 
be back for hours.” 

Her look held a sick, uncertain invitation. George 
was her husband. 

Dave saw Cindy approaching. “Right, Mrs. Eaton,” 
he covered quickly. “We’ll try again tomorrow. Here 
comes my next pupil.” 

Mrs. Eaton looked long and enviously at Cindy, 
then turned back to Dave. She clambered out of the 
pool. “All right Davey—tomorrow,” she said and 
waddled away. 

Dave stared up at Cindy. He felt embarrassed and 
angry. Cindy had not been back for a lesson since 
that day nearly two weeks ago. What was she doing 
here now? What was the matter with Anita? Or Stu, 
for that matter? Why did she have to come around 
bothering him? Dave felt trapped. 

“Lesson, miss?” he asked, his eyes hard. 
Cindy did not smile. “No, thanks,” she said in a 

small, dead voice. “Hi, Dave.” 
He vaulted out of the pool, picked up a towel and 

started to dry himself. He avoided looking at her, but 
he could sense her nearness. 

“Dave—I’d like to talk to you.” 
“What about?” 
“I haven’t seen you for a while.” 
“I’ve been around.” 
“Not very much, you haven’t,” Cindy said, some 
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animation in her voice. “At least not alone. You re 
always with that—that Mrs. Logan.” 

A warmth crept up Dave’s neck and suffused his 
face. So Cindy, too, had noticed. He wondered how 
many people had—and how many would tell Thorne. 

“And just now,” Cindy went on viciously, “you 
seemed to be trying to make poor old Mrs. Eaton. 
Cindy’s voice whined in mimicry of Mrs. Eaton’s. 

“Right, dear Davey?” 
Dave’s flush deepened but he said grimly. “She 

happened to like it fine. I’ve got a standing invitation 
to go up to see her any time—when her husband’s on 
the golf course. Why is it any of your business whom 
I’m with—or what I do?” 

“I guess it isn’t.” Cindy’s face clouded and the 
anger left it. “Dave—” 

“What was it you wanted to talk about?” 
“That other night at the dance—the night we had 

a fight.” 
“What I’d like to talk about,” Dave said, “is what 

happened afterward—at Anita’s place.” 
Cindy’s eyes grew round and horrified. Her face 

flamed. “Dave,” she choked. “You didn’t—” 
He was suddenly embarrassed, sorry he had 

brought up what had happened later that night in 
Anita’s cabin. He was sorry, as he had been right 
along, that he had seen anything, that he had followed 
Stu to Anita’s place. Cindy, studying his face, 
trembled and for a moment he thought she was going 
to faint. He knew a sudden, deep compassion for her. 

“Oh, for God’s sake,” he said. He reached out to 
take hold of her arm. “Are you all right, Cindy? Can 
you take a little walk with me?” 

She nodded mutely and still holding her arm he led 
her away from the pool and out of sight of the main 
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building. She continued to tremble and her legs were 
unsteady. When they were behind some shrubbery, 
she made a sudden effort to break away. 

He held on, brought her to face him. “Cindy, listen 
to me,” he said miserably. “I—I didn’t see anything, 
really. Just that Anita—well—she was trying to take 
advantage of you. You were pretty high and—” He 
stopped, a little awed. Not until this moment had he 
really believed what he found himself telling Cindy, 
despite what Gloria had said. 

Cindy had stopped shaking so badly. Her eyes were 
less round now, though they remained glued to his 
face. Dave himself was surprised at how plausible he 
sounded. His own words seemed to dispel a bad dream 
he had lived with for days—the dream of Cindy in 
Anita’s naked embrace—and as he spoke he saw the 
nightmare also vanish from Cindy’s face. 

“Dave,” she whispered. “It wasn’t—I know it 
wasn’t—exactly like that, but—oh, Dave—” And sud¬ 
denly he was holding her against him. 

This was not quite the way he had once dreamed 
of holding her. What he felt was neither desire nor 
passion and Gloria had taught him both. He barely 
sensed that Cindy was a girl—a woman—the feeling 
that coursed through him was that she was simply 
human. A person much like himself. Someone with a 
problem. 

“Cindy,” he said. “Let’s forget it. Forget the whole 
thing. As if it never happened.” 

She shook her head. “It happened, all right. But 
now I think I can forget it—I didn’t think so before 
now. But there’s something else that really never did 
happen. At least not the way Stu told it.” 

Dave shifted uncomfortably. “Never mind that 
now.” His arms were loosely around Cindy, his hands 
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caressing her shoulders. He was abruptly aware that 
the top of her head came barely to his chin. 

“Please, Dave,” Cindy said. “You’ve got to under¬ 
stand and believe me. Stu never made love to me. 
Nobody ever has, the way he told it—no boy or man, 
that is. What happened was that when I fell off my 
horse he tried to make love to me. He tried to force 
me, Dave. And I kicked him in the groin. I don’t think 
he could have done anything right after that even if 
—something had been offered to him on a silver 
platter.” 

Dave discovered a smile. Awkwardly he said, 
“That’s pretty funny—no wonder he was mad. If 
that’s what really happened.” 

“I wouldn’t lie to you, Dave.” 
Oddly enough, he believed her. Once he had 

thought that she would never tell him the truth, but 
she was not lying now. He sensed it. And suddenly 
he felt a new kind of discomfort—he should not be 
holding her like this. She was still the girl who had 
frozen up on him when he had almost accidentally 
touched her breasts. 

Gently he took her shoulders and pushed her away. 
“All right,” he said. “We’re friends again. The way 
we used to be when we were kids. But just friends, 
remember. You don’t have to get mad at me any 
more.” 

“Why should I get mad at you?” 
“You did that time at the pool.” 
“Oh.” Her face flamed again. “I’ve been thinking 

about that. A lot. I wasn’t really mad at you.” 
“There was nobody else around,” he reminded her. 
She studied him carefully, almost as if she had 

never seen him before, it seemed to him. Finally she 
asked, “Do you have to get back? I mean—is there 
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someone you have to give a lesson to or something?” 
He shook his head. 

She went on. Then I wish you’d go for a nice walk 
with me—like you’ve been doing with that Mrs. 
Logan.” 

His mouth tightened. His thoughts tightened, too, 
with a defensive kind of anger close to the surface. 

“What do you know about what I did with Gloria 
Logan?” 

“Nothing.” Cindy shook her head. A kind of panic 
he failed to understand lurked in her eyes. “Honestly, 
Dave—I never followed you or anything. I just know 
you spent a lot of time with her. Everybody knows 
that.” 

Dave’s fists clenched. “Not everybody had better 
mention it,” he said. “Okay, let’s walk.” 

“Thanks, Dave.” 

At first they struck out through the trees. Pres¬ 
ently Dave had an idea and turned toward the golf 
course. “We’d better stay in sight,” he told her. “It 
wouldn t do to have all the people who’ve noticed me 
with Gloria Logan see me hiding out with you, would 
it?” 

Cindy threw him a sidelong look but followed him 
meekly. They reached the edge of the golf course and 
followed it, in full sight of the players and of the 
lodge. 

For some time they walked in silence. Finally 
Cindy said, About that time at the pool when you— 
well, started to feel me. Try to understand this—you 
weren’t the first one.” 

“That isn’t too hard to understand. You’re pretty, 
Cindy.” 

“Do you mind if I talk about it?” 
“Go ahead.” 
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She told him then about the boy in college. About 
her parents and about most of the things she had ever 
believed in turning bitter and false. She told him 
about her teacher at the boarding school who had 
sold her on the beauties of life and then killed herself. 
The story took a while and Dave found himself a 
little impatient, also a little puzzled. 

“What does all this mean?” he finally asked. “What 
are you really trying to say?” 

“Just that there were other people before you. 
Others who had touched me the way you tried to do 
at the pool that day. They all let me down. I know 
you wouldn’t—” 

Dave gaped at her. “Don’t say that.” 
His own feelings surprised him. Cindy was pretty 

—she was young. A little over a week ago she had 
seemed just right for him. But no longer. Another 
vision obtruded on his senses as he realized what 
Cindy was trying to tell him—the vision of Gloria, 
mature, vibrant—offering, not asking. 

Cindy said, “I thought you told me we could be 
friends, Dave.” 

“Sure,” he said. “Friends. I like you—you know 
that. I always did.” 

“What’s the trouble, then?” 
“It’s—sort of hard to explain.” 
He could not tell her. There were any number of 

reasons. One was that he could not compromise 
Gloria by telling anyone about his affair with her. 
Another was that, regardless of how he had felt when 
he had left Gloria the night before, he still could not 
quite imagine Cindy taking Gloria’s place in his feel¬ 
ings. A moment ago he had held Cindy in his arms. 
She had not affected him at all as Gloria did. 

He had never had to choose before. He found the 
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decision difficult. It came to him how much better off 
he would be if he could be in love with Cindy, as he 
once had believed himself to be. He would have no 
Thorne to worry about. He and Cindy were about of 
an age. He remembered thinking of Gloria as an 
older woman the other day when they had hiked to 
the waterfall in the rain. The thought had troubled 
him vaguely and he remembered shutting his mind 
to it—he need never have such thoughts about Cindy. 

But he was not yet through with Gloria. 
He said, “Cindy—I wish you’d forget all about 

what happened that day at the pool.” 
“Why, Dave?” 
“Because I don’t feel that way about—things— 

any more.” 
He turned and began to walk off, listening to 

know whether she was following him. He heard 
nothing and after a while he broke away from the 
edge of the woods and crossed the golf course to the 
lodge. 

On the way it occurred to him that few things 
seemed to make sense to him any more. The past few 
days had changed his life—perhaps even changed 
him. A little more than a week ago he had been wor¬ 
ried about his manhood, afraid to make a real pass 
at a woman for fear of being laughed at or rejected. 
Now he had more women than he needed—counting 
funny, middle-aged Mrs. Eaton, at least two too 
many. 

And while he still wanted Gloria—he was not at all 
sure that she was not one too many, also. 

He had better see Gloria and find out. Last night 
he had thought he was saying goodbye to her—per¬ 
haps if he saw her again he would say goodbye again. 
Perhaps not. His pulse quickened as he thought of the 
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other possibilities. He would go right up to her room. 
But when he got to the lobby of the main building, 

he stopped dead in his tracks. 
Thome Logan was dashing up the stairs, carrying 

a small traveling case and taking the steps two at 

' a time. 
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Twelve 

AFTER she had left the pool, Gloria stopped at the 
lodge bar for a drink. She felt shaken. The sight of 
Dave feeling up fat old Mrs. Eaton had awakened all 
too recent memories. And his look as he did so had 
reminded her of Dave wanting to make love. To 
Sylvia Eaton? 

Gloria was shocked. 
The bartender was not yet on duty. Hal Rogers 

himself hurried to help her. 
“Scotch, Hal,” she told him. “Some soda.” 
He grinned and went behind the bar. “A little early 

but I’ll join you,” he said. “When’s Thorne coming 
back?” 

“Some time today.” 
She watched him measure out two drinks, mix 

them deftly and slide one in front of her. Hal was a 
small, friendly man, not unlike his son except in 
stature. Gloria wondered what he would say if he 
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knew about her affair with Dave. She herself felt less 
guilty than she had before she had witnessed the by¬ 
play at the pool, but she had come down this morning, 
feeling a little sorry for Dave, a little sorry for her¬ 
self. 

Now she felt just plain foolish. 
“Here’s to it,” Hal said, raising his glass. He 

winked at her. “Good thing Thorne didn’t show up 
yesterday.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 
A little frantically she thought, Does he know that 

Dave was with me last night? If he does and tells 
Thorne . .. 

But all Hal said was, “I got some of my money back 
from the boys at the nightly card game. When 
Thorne’s here he usually takes the jackpot. A good 
man, Gloria.” 

“Yes,” was all she could manage. 
But she could not have agreed with him more. 

Especially in the light of Dave’s defection, Thorne 
seemed a good man—the best. After witnessing that 
episode at the pool she was unable to understand how 
she could have gotten so involved with a mere boy. 
For a few days, after having awakened him, she had 
almost considered Dave a man, had worried about 
his emotions... 

His emotions. She turned on the barstool so that 
she could see the pool through the open doorway. 
Dave was just helping poor, foolish Sylvia Eaton 
out of the water. She was simpering at him and he 
seemed to be keeping his hands off as much as 
possible. Gloria wondered if she could have been 
mistaken about the scene earlier—Dave looked grim 
and seemed to have nothing on his mind except 
getting rid of the old biddy. 
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She saw Cindy approaching the pair and Dave’s 
actions became clear. Any man—even a boy—would 
prefer Cindy to Sylvia Eaton. This time Gloria felt 
a slight sting of jealousy. Dave had once been in love 
with Cindy. 

Beside her, Hal Rogers said. "Good boy, that Dave. 
This is the first year he’s begun mixing with the 
customers, taking an interest in the business.” Hal 
grinned. “I’ve noticed him spending a lot of timp 
with you.” 

For perhaps an instant Gloria did not think she 
would be able to speak. Then she said resolutely, “I 
like Dave. We’ve had a lot of fun.” 

She turned defiantly to face Hal, ready to deal with 
whatever might be on his mind. But Hal was not look¬ 
ing at her. His eyes were still on his son. 

“Yes,” he said. “The boy’s turning out well—make 
a good man some day. I think mixing with the guests 
has worked out for him. He’s got more poise and 
assurance than he ever had.” He turned to Gloria, 
warmth in his eyes. “I think spending so much time 
with you did wonders for him. Not all the people who 
come here are good for a youngster, but you and 
Thome are the best.” He lifted his glass again and 
said, “Thanks.” 

“It’s been a pleasure, Hal,” Gloria murmured. She 
was immensely relieved. If Hal suspected anything 
at all, he did not suspect the worst. She saw Mrs. 
Eaton leave, saw Dave talk to Cindy, and finished her 
drink. She did not want to see more, did not want to 
spend another moment talking to Hal, or something 
inside her might give. “I’d better go upstairs and get 
ready for Thome,” she said. 

But once in her room, she could not resist looking 
through the window. She saw Dave take Cindy’s 
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arm, saw the two of them walk away, vanish behind 
some shrubbery. They remained out of sight for 
some time and Gloria turned from the window. 

Dammit, she had to get over Dave. She had to go 
back to Thorne—all the way back. But could she? It 
was too ridiculous to hope that, in the span of a few 
days, Thorne’s attitude toward her had changed. He 
would continue to be the machine-like, perfect 
husband he always had been, calculating the success 
of his matrimonial venture in terms of services, 
satisfactions and payments rendered, as if it were 
any business deal. Curiously enough, analyzing her 
feelings, Gloria felt that she still loved him—and not 
quite despite what he was. More for what he was. 

For the first time since her marriage she con¬ 
sidered his perfection a weakness. All husbands had 
weaknesses. With his, Thorne still was the best 
husband and provider for the long pull that she could 
imagine. But she knew with equal certainty that, now 
that she had tasted Dave’s spontaneous lovemaking, 
she would know other moments when Thome simply 
would not be enough. 

She found the prospect frightening. Would she 
spend the rest of her life with a tattered conscience, 
worried about Thome’s finding out? Would it be 
better to divorce Thome, take from him as much 
financial security as the law allowed and live as she 
pleased? 

Seriously, in her panic, she considered divorcing 
Thome. She visualized their home broken up, a prop¬ 
erty settlement—and suddenly all the nice things she 
would take with her seemed already old. They were 
new only for as long as Thome was there to replace 
them—and how would she replace Thome himself? 

Would she be forever satisfied with a succession of 
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Daves or other men, physically satisfying but giving 
no more than that? Asking, taking a lot—as Dave 
had—perhaps asking for manhood itself, which was 
what she had given Dave. And where would she meet 
them? In a chic little apartment of her own, in a 
succession of hotel rooms, motels or resorts? 

Until each one of them walked away from her as 
Dave had done last night and again this morning. 
And she would have no hold on them, no means to 
call them back. 

She covered her face with her hands. She would 
end up alone. Not even her friends would want her. 
She would be the odd girl at parties, at dinners, at 
warm little gatherings where everyone else belonged. 
She would be considered a mantrap, a husband 
stealer, and no one would want her around. She could 
almost feel herself being shut out now with exclama¬ 
tions of incredulity: Why, darling! I thought you and 
Thome were so happy together ... Or, But what 
more could you want, Gloria? You have money, good 
looks . . . I’m amazed, dear, absolutely amazed-— 
you made such an attractive couple . . . 

Gloria shook her head. The idea of doing without 
Thome was disgusting. She would have to find some 
other way—and one way to start would be to be 
ready for him when he arrived. She still wore her 
swim suit — she peeled it off now and went to the 
closet for her clothes. She had quite a selection. 

She dressed carefully, steering her thoughts away 
from Dave. She chose a light summer dress—with 
Dave she had worn playsuits almost exclusively 
during the day, dresses only at night. She had wanted 
to look young and, remembering now, she blushed 
with shame. She would have had no trouble looking 
younger than Sylvia Eaton. 
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Defiantly, more critically than ever, she studied 
herself in the mirror. Wasted, she thought, approv¬ 
ing the physical image. All wasted on a kid who just 
wanted a female body—any body . . . and still she 
knew that whatever had existed between herself and 
Dave had been more than waste. A bittersweet mem¬ 
ory lingered—of Dave in her arms, of those first 
original journeys of discovery, of their mutual find¬ 
ing of things in each other that neither had known 
before. 

Her eyes stared hungrily back at her from the 
mirror and she swore silently. Dammit, I’m thinking 
of him again . . . 

Behind her reflection in the glass a door opened. 
Thorne stepped into the framed image. He smiled, put 
down his traveling case and came swiftly across the 
room toward her. 

She turned. 

Thome said, “The whole damn trip was a mistake, 
honey.” 

They sat on the bed and his arms were around her. 
He had kissed her—effectively, as he always did 
everything. He had held her close to him and made 
her believe he was glad to be back. He had even gone 
through the ritual of inhaling the mountain air and 
told her that the stuff they had in New York was not 
air at all. The preliminaries were over and Gloria sat 
still, waiting for the answers. 

He had reported on his trip, even told her about 
the party he had gone to the night before. “I missed 
you,” he had said. “All the time. For days before the 
party, during it, after it. Wish I’d got back earlier.” 
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Gloria found herself shivering. What if he had re¬ 
turned earlier? What if he had decided to suprise her? 
She might have been surprised, all right—there was 
no telling just how surprised. The eventuality had 
not even occurred to her. Thome never surprised 
people, except maybe in his business deals. Thome 
did not believe in surprises—dependable Thome. 

But this was a different Thome. 
He felt her tremble. “What’s the matter, honey?” 
She shook her head, tried to smile. “Nothing,” she 

said. “I guess I’ve been lonely, too.” Desperately she 
turned to hide her face against his shoulder, sliding 
her arms around him. How different the feel of his 
solid strength from Dave’s young, fluid muscles. She 
fought against an insane urge to tell him just how 
lonely she had been. 

“I can imagine,” Thome said gently. He touched 
her hair, his hands caressing. “Funny, but I kept 
thinking about what we did that afternoon, just 
before I left. At first it didn’t mean anything. Then 
it came to me that you must have been lonely for a 
long time—and that I’d been, too. Oh, dammit, Gloria 
—stop that” 

She had begun to sob against him, her body heav¬ 
ing, her fingers digging into his shoulders. 

“I’m sorry, Thome,” she whispered. 
“Sorry for what?” 
I can’t teTt you, she thought. That’s the terrible 

part—I’ll never be able to tell you... 
“I’m—just sorry,” she repeated. 
“Because we both were lonely? It isn’t too late to 

fix that.” He took her head between his hands, forced 
her to look at him. Her face was tear-streaked. He 
lowered her to the bed, lay down beside her. He put 
his mouth on hers, confident, demanding. 
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Warmth flooded her, familiar warmth—not the 
hot, exploring eagerness she had known with Dave. 
No journey to the unknown, this. Rather a subtle 
healing of wounds, a panacea for problems—except 
that suddenly she felt dirty. 

She fought the feeling. He’s back, she thought. 
Thome’s back and he loves me... She tried to make 
herself go with him. I’ve done this before—I’ve let 
him take me before when sex meant nothing between 
us, when it was just a married chore ... 

She could sell herself the idea but not the reality. 
Her flesh responded but not her heart. Thome’s 
fingers poked at the fastenings of her dress—she was 
afraid of what they might do. She was afraid of how 
she herself might react—the shadow, the image of 
Dave was with her and she faced a new problem. 
Would she ever be able to give herself to Thome as 
fully as she had to Dave? And if not—would she be 
able to live with him at all? 

“Thorne,” she whispered. “It’s nearly lunch time— 
and look what you’re doing to my dress.” 

“The hell with your dress. The hell with lunch, 
too.” 

She was able to laugh. She was able to push him 
away, to sit up. She was able to fend off his reaching 
hands, finally to stand on her feet. He had been 
grinning during her struggles—suddenly he was 
serious, hurt 

“What the hell’s the matter?” he asked. “You’re 
not that serious about lunch—if you are, we can drive 
to a roadhouse later. You never worried so much 
about a dress—you’ve got others. Don’t you under¬ 
stand? I want you now.” 

She shook her head. “Not now, please, Thome. I— 
I don’t feel right I don’t feel welL” 
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A look of comprehension came to his face. He 
smiled ruefully. “I see. The periodic problem—woman 
troubles. The best argument there is for polygamy_ 
if one of your wives doesn’t feel well, you can make 
it with the others.” He stood up, came to her, put his 
arms around her. “Only trouble with it is, I don’t 
want any others. I only want you.” He kissed her. 
“My hard luck.” 

“Yes,” she said mechanically. 
She went to the mirror to repair her ravaged 

makeup, put her dress in order. Thome watched her 
for a while, then went into the bathroom and she 
could hear him washing up after his trip. He came 
back into the room stripped to the waist, carrying 
his shirt. 

His body was broad, muscular, hairier than Dave’s. 
He had always taken good care of it—such softness 
as he had about his midsection was easily excusable 
at his age. Was that what people had to do after being 
married for a while—excuse each other? 

Excuse me for having been lonely, Thorne—and 
for having made you lonely. Excuse me for looking at 
you and thinking of a boy without any softness in 
his body—only maybe in his head. Excuse me for 
loving you and hating you, for hating myself... 

She fussed aimlessly with her hair and makeup 
while Thorne finished dressing. He put on slacks, a 
sports shirt, a light jacket without lapels. 

“Let’s go down to that lunch,” he said. 
He looked absolutely perfect 
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THE MEN in the lodge’s dining room were glad to 
see Thome. They waved and called greetings and 
Thome replied, smiling. Gloria had never realized 
before that he was actually popular—she had only 
thought of him before as successful. In her present 
state of mind the realization made her feel lonely. 

They found a table and Hal Rogers came over to 
shake Thome’s hand. “Glad you’re back. I can’t 
handle the fellows the way you can—they’ve been 
able to hang on to too much of their money. But I was 
telling your wife—” he winked at Gloria—“I cleaned 
them last night” 

Thome grinned easily, held out his palm. “All 
right. Where’s my split?” and Hal rolled his eyes in 
mock dismay. 

“Not so loud,” he said at the top of his voice. “Do 
you want everybody to know the kind of clip joint I 
run?” 
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From two tables away, George Eaton called, “We 
know, Hal. Hello, Thorne,” he greeted. “How’s your 
putting—mine’s always off after a business trip. Like 
to take you on for a round this pee-em.” 

Thome glanced at Gloria. She murmured, “Go 
ahead, if you like.” 

Thorne said, “You’ve got yourself a game, George. 
Business was so lousy it couldn’t affect my golf. Hope 
you feel rich—I’ve got to make money somehow.” 

George laughed. Thome laughed. Hal laughed. A 
few other people joined in. 

Gloria barely smiled. 
Surreptitiously, her eyes searched the room for 

Dave. For Cindy. She found Cindy first, sitting alone 
at a comer table, being served by Marie. The sight of 
the waitress reminded Gloria of that first night with 
Dave, when he had come into her room after being 
laughed at by Marie. How quickly a life can change, 
she thought. No wonder Thome had seemed a stran¬ 
ger those few moments ago in their room—she had a 
whole new set of memories and associations she 
would never be able to share with him. Associations 
not only with Dave, but with Marie, Cindy, Hal— 
this whole roomful of people. How many of them 
guessed what had been going on during Thorne’s 
absence? 

How long before Thorne himself guessed? 
She had won a little time when she had told Thome 

she was not feeling well. He had jumped to a conclu¬ 
sion she had not intended—but it would give her a 
day or two at least. To do what? To get him away 
from here, cut short their vacation or continue it 
elsewhere? She had not had much success in the past 
in persuading him how to spend their leisure. That 
trip to Greece she had wanted to take. The vacation 
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plans in Maine that had fallen through. More re¬ 
cently, she had not even been able to keep him here 
when she had wanted him, needed him perhaps more 
desperately than she had ever needed anyone in her 
life. 

She had to make a break somehow. 
Marie Carson left Cindy’s table, approached theirs. 

She was a little thing, Gloria thought, but pert and 
bouncy. Gloria had not given Marie much notice 
since that night when Dave had told her about the 
girl, but now she was suddenly aware that Thome 
was watching the small waitress intently. He was 
clutching the menu but not reading it Another com¬ 
plication, Gloria thought—if she denied Thome, he 
would probably find his fun elsewhere. 

Marie stopped beside Thome. Her jutting breasts 
came just about to Thome’s eye level. She smiled 
down at him, over them. 

“Welcome back, Mr. Logan,” 
Thome raised his eyes to hers. “Hello, Marie,” he 

said. “It’s nice to be back.” His gaze seemed to Gloria 
to hold Marie’s a little longer than was absolutely 
necessary. 

The girl took their order, went away. Thome 
turned to Gloria. “Nice kid,” he said. “Understand 
she’s working her way through college.” 

“Nice—if you can get it,” Gloria said. She was a 
little surprised at herself. Jealousy had never en¬ 
tered her marriage before. Silly for her to feel it now, 
just because a girl had smiled and Thome’s eyes had 
loitered. 

Thome flushed, but Gloria noticed he did not meet 
her look squarely. “I can’t imagine what you’re talk¬ 
ing about,” he said. 

And suddenly Gloria had an irresistible impulse to 
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tell him at least a part of what he did not know. He 
had told her all about his trip—she would have to 
account for her time somehow. 

“I heard some things,” she said, “while you were 
gone.” 

Thome still didn’t look at her. “Such as?” he asked. 
“Oh, about Marie and Dave Rogers. I understand 

she made a play for him.” 
Thome’s head came up. He smiled, a little stiffly, 

she thought. “Well, what’s so wrong with that? Be a 
good deal for a waitress, hooking the boss’ son.” 

“From what I understand,” Gloria said, “it wasn’t 
that kind of pass. I mean, she just wanted to have sex 
with him.” 

“Oh,” Thorne said and looked away again. 
Would you like her, Thorne? Gloria thought des¬ 

perately. I saw you looking at her but I couldn’t tell. 
Until a little while ago up in our room, I’d forgotten 
how you looked at a woman when you wanted her, 
though there was a time when I used to know . . . 
Would I feel better knowing you’d been unfaithful, 
too? 

“Speak of the devil,” Thorne said. "There’s Hal’s 
boy now.” 

She followed his gaze and saw Dave standing near 
the door to the kitchen. He was looking straight at 
her. His eyes shifted to Thorne, came back to Gloria. 
They moved on, rested briefly on Cindy. 

Did you finally make it with Cindy? Gloria thought 
jealously. After I taught you how. That was all you 
wanted, wasn’t it—a piece of flesh—or tail, as they 
say .. . She caught herself. With Thorne back, she 
had no right to be thinking like this. She had only 
become involved with Dave because Thorne had gone 
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away. Especially, having denied Thome, she had no 
right to be jealous of Dave. 

Thome wanted her now. Thome was back. 
Dave moved. He started very slowly, as if he had 

put down roots in the spot where he stood and had to 
pull them up in order to take a step. He threaded his 
way through the tables, nodding and smiling at the 
people the way his father had taught him to, but his 
smile was more a grimace than a spontaneous greet¬ 
ing and his eyes kept flicking to Gloria. 

And Thome. 
Thome waved him over. “Have to congratulate the 

boy,” he explained to Gloria. “I remember my first 
time with a woman—hi, Dave,” he said. “Gloria’s 
been telling me you’ve become quite a ladies’ man. 
You’ve made at least one conquest.” 

Dave stood congealed. Stop the universe, Gloria 
mentally paraphrased the title of a current Broadway 
hit, I vxint to get off ...An enormous silence seemed 
to envelop the three of them in the midst of the 
crowded, normally noisy dining room. Dave’s mouth 
opened and closed—he did not seem able to wrest his 
eyes from Thome’s. At any moment now, Gloria 
thought, there would be a loud crash as her marriage 
shattered on the floor like a broken dish. A whole 
trayful of dishes. As soon as he managed to untangle 
his vocal Chords, Dave was bound to utter a bomb. 

Obviously he thought Thome knew everything— 
that Thome had referred to his affair with Gloria. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Logan—” he began and an act of 
God intervened. 

A small figure in a waitress’ uniform nudged Dave 
with a well-shaped hip and Marie Carson said de¬ 
murely, “Excuse me, Dave—I have to serve the 
customers.” 
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Thome grinned appreciatively and Dave’s anguish¬ 
ed eyes met Gloria’s panicked ones briefly. She 
managed a faint headshake and her mouth shaped, 
No... 

Dave seemed to understand and color flooded his 
face. He regained the use of his limbs and, with a final 
look at Thorne, tottered off. 

Thome gave Gloria an amused glance that held a 
touch of puzzlement. “I didn’t mean to paralyze the 
boy,” he said. “Anyone might make a pass at Marie, 
here—right, honey?” He looked at Marie. 

“Anyone, sir?” Marie asked and Thome glanced 
again at his wife. 

“Well, almost anyone,” he amended. 
Marie distributed her dishes and moved away. 

Thorne’s eyes followed her. 

Gloria’s thoughts came gradually to a semblance 
of normalcy. She and Thorne finished lunch. As their 
meal progressed, people stopped at their table to chat, 
moved on. George and Sylvia Eaton paused—George 
to discuss the game he and Thorne would play right 
after lunch, Sylvia to giggle at Gloria and tell her 
that Dave was such a nice, shy boy and that she had 
noticed his stopping to welcome Thome back a 
moment ago. 

To her surprise, Gloria found that she had tough¬ 
ened considerably in the space of a few fleeting mo¬ 
ments. Earlier, Sylvia’s comment would have caused 
her to wonder what, if anything, Sylvia knew—now 
she discovered that she did not give a damn. Dave’s 
confusion in that bottomless instant of panic when 
he had faced Thorne had convinced her that she had 

144 



FEVER IN THE SUN 

to talk to Dave—she had to have one more con¬ 
frontation with him to decide where she stood. 

And she had to have it openly. 
“I’m not feeling well,” she told Sylvia Eaton. 

“Thome’s going to play golf and I’m going up to my 
room right after lunch. I wonder if you’d do me a 
favor, Sylvia.” 

“Of course, dear.” 
“I didn’t have a chance to mention it to Dave—but 

would you ask him to come up to my room as soon as 
he can?” 

Sylvia’s eyes widened and Thome looked at her 
curiously. 

“Is there anything I can do?” Thome asked. 
Gloria shook her head. “No, thanks. I just want to 

talk to Dave.” 
“Of course, dear,” Sylvia Eaton twittered. To 

Thome she said, “Gloria and Dave have become such 
good friends lately. I’ll go and tell him right away.” 

Conversation between the two men had stopped. 
Gloria was aware that both were looking at her. 

Presently George Eaton cleared his throat and 
said, “Well—I’ll get my clubs. Meet you on the 
course—” 

“Right,” Thome said. 
After George had left, there was a moment’s 

silence. Then Thome asked softly, “What the hell’s 
going on, Gloria?” 

“You can stay and find out if you like, Thome,” 
Gloria said. 

“What’s the bit about the big friendship?” 
“Just that. I told you I’d been lonesome. Dave’s 

been good to me while you were gone.” 
“How good?” 
“As good as I asked him to be.” 
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Stop the universe. Words in a well of silence. 
Around them the casual sounds of the world went on, 
people talked, sat down, stood up, walked away, came 
in. No sounds touched Gloria. Did they reach Thome? 

“And you want to see him alone?” Thome asked. 
“If you don’t mind.” 
Suddenly Thorne said, “No more questions.” 
He stood up and walked away. 
Gloria went up to her room. She had no real con¬ 

cept of what had just happened. How much had she 
told Thome—or how little? How much did he guess 
or infer? What would he say later—how would he 
act? When she opened the door she almost expected 
their room to look strange, like a place she had left 
forever. 

It looked familiar. This was the door through 
which Thorne had left and Dave had entered. There 
was the bed she had shared with both. There was 
the dresser with life’s minutiae, the closet with 
her clothes. There was the mirror where she had 
studied a person she barely knew—Gloria Logan— 
and had wondered. 

She did not wonder now. She knew Gloria Logan 
very well. 

She sat in a chair and waited. A knock came on the 
door. 

“Come in,” she called. 
Dave entered. 
He looked around the room, almost as if scenting a 

trap. 
“It’s all right, Dave,” Gloria Logan said. “I’m 

alone. Thome knows you’re here.” Almost as an 
afterthought she added; “Please close the door.” 

He obeyed. “Gloria, I—” 
He did not look like a lover. He looked as Sylvia 
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Eaton had described him—a nice young man, uncer¬ 
tain and shy. 

Gloria said, “Dave, I think I’m going to leave the 
lodge very shortly.” This was the decision to which 
she had come during that miserable confrontation at 
lunch when Dave had misunderstood what Thorne 
had been saying. “I don’t know whether Thorne will 
be staying or leaving.” 

Dave said, “I’m—sorry if I’ve made trouble.” 
She smiled at him. How could she smile? 
“Making trouble seems to be what most people are 

always sorry for,” Gloria said. 
Dave swallowed. “Will you—will you be leaving 

Thome?” 
“I don’t know,” Gloria said. She wondered how she 

would manage to tell him all the rest. But whatever 
Thorne and I will do mil have very little to do with 
you . . . How could she say it—and would she even 
be telling him the truth? For all she knew, Thorne 
might even now be pumping the other guests, the 
lodge’s servants, about her activities with Dave. He 
might be planning divorce. 

But when George Eaton had said, Meet you on the 
course—Thorne Logan had answered without hesita¬ 
tion, Right... 

He had not broken the date within Gloria’s hear¬ 
ing or notified her that it had been broken. Chances 
were that Thorne was playing golf with George 
Eaton. Whatever Thorne’s shortcomings, he had 
never surprised her. Perhaps if he had, things might 
have been different. But faith was the spine of love. 

“Whatever Thome and I will do will have very 
little to do with you,” she told Dave with conviction. 

It was hard to tell just how he took it. He seemed 
both a little hurt and a little relieved. Mostly he 
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seemed to remain his own unshattered self—a nice 
young man, uncertain and shy. The kind life would 
heat to an incandescent glow and experience hammer 
and mold and temper. Perhaps some day he would be 
much like Thome, wise and knowing and hard, plan¬ 
ning and scheming and—well—middle-aged. A little 
soft in the stomach but not too much—and very hard 
in the head. 

Oh, dammit, Thome—how do I say I love you? 
How do I say it now? 

Dave seemed to make up his mind. “I’m glad to 
hear that, Gloria. If there’s anything I can ever do—” 

“I know,” she interrupted him. “I saw you with 
Cindy today. How’s she?” 

“I guess she’s all right” He was awkward again. 
Suddenly Gloria surprised herself by laughing. “I 

think I may have interrupted something there,” she 
told him. “Have you forgiven her?” 

He shook his head. “To tell you the truth—half the 
time I don’t know what she’s talking about. I was 
going to ask you about that. But she’s a nice girl.” 

“That’s all I could ever tell you,” Gloria Logan said. 
Before he left, Dave asked, “Tell me—does Thome 

know—about us?” 
“I don’t know—that’s something we’ll both have to 

find out. Would you like to kiss me goodbye?” 
For a moment she was afraid he might ask her 

if it would be all right 
Then he seemed to decide, all by himself, that it 

was. 

Gloria had her answer from Thome about an hour 
and a half later. The room telephone rang and the 
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voice at the other end of the line was Thome’s. 
“How’re you feeling, honey?” 
“Where are you?” 
“Bar downstairs. Want you to join me—George’s 

buying.” 
“Did you play golf?” 
“Sure. Said I would, didn’t I? Had to make it pretty 

steep, though, to be able to concentrate. Fifty bucks a 
hole. I took George by three holes. How’d you make 
out with Dave?” 

“All right.” 
“Gloria,” Thome said. “I was a little worried. 

Gloria?” 
“Yes, Thome.” 
“About the poker game tonight. The boys want 

me to play. Will you hang around?” 
“Of course—if you want me.” 
“Naturally I want you.” There was a silence. 

Thorne seemed to have some difficulty breathing. At 
last he said, “Gloria?” 

“I’m still here, Thome.” 
“Good. I don’t know just how to tell you this—but 

remember that one night you left the game early? 
That was before I went to New York. You danced 
with Dave that night.” 

“I remember,” Gloria said. 
“Well, after the game I ran into that Marie Carson. 

That was when I found out she was working her way 
through college. I made—oh, the hell with it, Gloria 
—I made a stupid contribution.” 

Again there was a silence. 
Finally Thome asked, “Still there, honey?” He was 

breathing hard. 
“Still here,” Gloria whispered. 
“Be down soon?” 
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“Yes—very soon, Thome.” 
She hung up softly. Yes, very soon, Thorne. As 

soon as I’ve cried a little and put on a new face. And 
a new dress, all for you ... I think we’re going to be 
lucky for each other—and wend need all the luck we 
can get . . . 

The End 
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B-437Y 

B438Y 
B-441Y 
B443Y 

500 TITLES 

B-409F B-446F 
B-413F B-448F 
B-414F B-449F 
B418F B-450F 
B-424F B-452F 
B-425F B-445F 
B-426F B-453F 
B-430F B-454F 
B-434F B-455F 
B439F B456F 
B-440F B457F 
B442F B458F 

B459F B470F 
B460F B471F 
B461F B-472F 
B462F B473F 
B463F B474F 
B464F B-475F 
B465F B476F 
B466F B477F 
B467F B478F 
B468F B479F 
B469F B480F 

B481F B494F 
B482F B495F 
B485F B496F 
B-486F B-497F 
B487F B498F 
B488F B499F 
B489F B-500F 
B490F B-501F 
B-491F B-502F 
B492F B-503F 
B493F B-504F 

1 

B427B 
B428B 

B444Y 
B447Y 
B451Y 

B-505F 
B-506F 
B-507F 
B-508F 
B-509F 
B-510F 
B-511F 
B-512F 
B-513F 
B-5I4F 
B-515F 

In the event we are out of stock on any of your selections, please list 
your alternative choices: 

1... 2... 3... • •-« • •-# • 

NAME. 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE 
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The crowd at the Lodge was gay and 
friendly... and some of the guests mixed 
only too well! 

There was GLORIA LOGAN - 
for whom, at 30, the hot, sweet ardor of 
honeymoon days had long since turned 
into the dull routine of desultory love-mak¬ 
ing... catapulting her into discreet indis¬ 
cretions! 

There was DAVE ROGERS - 
for whom, at 19, the lure of an older 
woman held more excitement and promise < 
than the callow charms of undiscriminat¬ 
ing co-eds...and Gloria’s warm-blooded 
ripeness promised much! 

There was CINDY HAMILTON — 
who, at 18, had already been subjected to 
a forced, and unwanted experience-and 
who was now willing to experiment with 
an exotic kind of love! 

There was ANITA LUNDQUIST- 
a blonde bombshell who liked bewitching 
brunettes-like Cindy! 

AND THEN THERE WERE 
THE WEEK-END HUSBANDS 
WHO SWARMED DOWN 
EITHER TOO TIRED 
TO TOY WITH LOVE 
OR TOO EAGER 
TO FIND A NEW PLAYMATE! 

IT WAS 
SUMMERTIME... 

AND THE LOVING 
WAS EASY... 



5 £ 

s 
— 

3 a 

LJJ 

O
H

IO
! 

1I
*F

F¥
P5

 

n
U

B
U

M
O

 i
ha

 r 


